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The  2000-2001  editorial  staff  invites  you  to  join  us  as  we  pay  homage 

to  the  poets,  painters,  photographers,  authors,  and  artists  of  Northwestern  State 

University.  I  cannot  express  our  enthusiasm  for  at  last  seeing  the  finished  piece. 

However,  I  can  say  that  we  are  a  little  tickled  with  ourselves  for  having  created 

such  a  groovy  edition  of  Argus.  In  harmony  with  Greek  Mythology,  we  present 

the  Argus  through  another  of  the  peacock's  eyes.  In  short,  we  give  you  our  vision 

for  Northwestern's  literary  and  art  magazine  by  combining  form  and  content 

to  produce  a  fresh,  new  edition  of  Argus.  Throughout  the  magazine  there  is  a 

combination  of  young,  old,  natural,  synthetic,  alive  and  dead  photography. 

We  have  taken  a  variety  of  pictures  in  the  Natchitoches  area  and  incorporated 

them  into  the  magazine.  The  photos  are  there  for  two  reasons:  (a)  they  tie  the 

artist's  piece  to  an  image,  and  (b)  they  bring  the  magazine  together  by  repeating 

certain  themes  over  and  over  again.  We  are  optimistic  that  our  magazine's 

design  will  give  you  a  slightly  different  view 
of  the  everyday,  ordinary  stuff.  We  tried  to  com- 
bine each  piece  with  an  image  that  relates  to 
the  work.  By  connecting  the  written  works  with 
visual  imagery,  we  hope  you  interact  with  both 
the  printed  page  and  the  magazine  as  a  whole. 
Although  the  design  of  outsidethewindow  is  at  times 
somewhat  dissonant,  the  pieces  are  at  all  times  clear 

and  coherent. 

Because  we  worked  so  lone  developing  our 

design  concept  to  demonstrate  different  perceptions 

of  the   ordinary,    we    feel    the    title    is    crucial.   We 

feel  it  is  important  to  attach  a  label  that  accurately 

depicts    the    main    vibe 
from   the  piles   of  sub- 
missions we  had  gathered. 
After  having  read  and  re- 
read the  pieces  ^ov  Argus,  we 
agreed  that  despite  the  vari- 
ation of  subjects,  the  pieces 
had  a  common  theme.  The 
majority  of  pieces  are  created 
as  imaginative  alternatives  for 
various  situations  in  life.  After 
some  debate,  we  agreed  on  out- 
sidethewindow because  the  entries 


took 


root      in      the      artists' 
imaginations.  In  fact, 
we  could  almost  pic- 
ture them  staring  into 
oblivion  as  they  created 
their  pieces.  Our  theme 
became  the  importance 
of  the  imagination  in  cre- 
ating art.  It  is  a  little  dif- 
ficult to  pin  point  exactly 
why  we  became  fascinated 
with    daydreams,    but    we 
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Although  we  applaud  those  teachers  who  demand 
their  students'  attention,  we  feel  the  imagina- 
tion shouldn't  go  to  waste.  We  feel  instead  of 
our  imaginations  decreasing  with  age  that  they 
should  increase  with  age.  A  windowless  classroom 
serves  only  as  an  example  of  our  educational 
system  promoting  certain  types  of  knowledge  over 
other  types  of  knowledge.  Windows  give  the  oppor- 
tunity for  daydreaming. 

We  hope  that  outsidethewindow 

encourages  you  to  imagine.  This 

year's  submissions  demonsttate  that 

there  are  students  at  Northwestern 

who  daydream.  They  are  probably  the 

ones  in  class  staring  out  the  windows 

instead  of  taking  notes.  Who  knows 

maybe  the  world  would  become  a 

little  more  artistic  if  we  spent  more 

time  daydreaming.  Life  on  the  other 

side  of  the  window  is  green,  blue, 

raining,  howling,  frying  fish,  arguing, 

and  dancing.  The  world  is  a  spectrum 

of  vibrant  sensations— we  only  need 

to  look  for  them!  Don't  hesitate  to 

imagine  a  greener  day.  Don't  hesitate 

to  just  imagine.1  Life  is  more  beautiful 


Peac£9  ttanqiiitiEv,  and 
hautumv, 


sabrina  key 
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Higher  education's  red  bricks  came  crashing 

down  right  on  top  of  my  head  like  a 

misplaced  two  ton  bell  bar,  I'm  talking  about 

right  out  of  Natchitoches's  boring  sky! 

Needless  to  say, 

my  kness  buckled  and  I  flopped  right  back  into  bed. 

Looking  back  I  know  that  something  deep  inside  of  me 

busted  wide  open 

because  I  felt  this  blood  faucet  dripping, 

collecting  into  a  fire  escape  puddles 

that  were  lost  somewhere  between  my 

pink  muscle  tissues  and  my  lack  love  organs. 

My  brain  smashed  and  I  saw  no  more  joy,  no  more  empty  pages, 

no  more  days  of  white  flower  picking, 

not  even  one  more  Sunday  school  lesson. 

I  felt  white 

breathe  prophet  laughter  into  my  sunflower  death. 

Verily,  Verily  T  say  unto  yon,  students: 

This  is  how  I  came  to  live  here  in  this  disposable  hospital  and 

now  I  meditate  hours  by 

following  Patience  as  she  walks  these  tiled  hallways. 

I'll  tell  you  honest, 

I  have  lost  hours  like  I  have  lost  my  keys,  like  I  have  lost  my 

shoes,  like  I  have  lost  my  coloring 

friendship  days  of  petal  splender. 

I  even  lost  public  tv.  Everything  has  turned  static. 

All  that  is  for  me  to  do  is  to 

watch  the  drip,  drip  drip 

of  the  I.V.  dripping  America  into  my  veins. 

Actually,  I  believe  my  soul  orange  beautiful  because 

I  unveil  the  South's  miserable  Bon  Bon  craze. 

0  it  was  amazing!  watching  the  college  years  go  POOF! 

and  they  floated  skeleton  into  the  holes  of  my  outstretched  arms 

POOF!  and  death  crawled  into  bed  with  me 

and  we  pillow  talked  about  new,  contemporary  graveyards. 

Yackitty  Yack  and  Chickitty  Wack  conversations. 

Stop.  It  is  in  moments  like  these 

that  I  begin  to  imagine  I  am  a  native  daughter  of  the  funk 

and  I  walk  sunny  skies  into  the  old  folks'  home- 

Hey!  Nobody  drink  the  milk! 

The  sun  beams  down  to  pull  the  speck  dot  of  my  center  cord. 

Together  we  pull  the  slack  and  music  vibrates  sunflower's  jazz. 

1  skip  through  my  fire  escape  puddles. 
I  am  daughter  of  the  tadpole. 


^ — ± — *^ — *J 
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Father  and  Son 

"You  will  hunt  today," 
quoth  the  father  to  his  son; 
"Because  first  must  you  kill 
you  want  to  be  a  man." 


Remembrances  on  the  Road  of  Life 

We  used  to  talk  on  the  way  home, 
Hues  of  burnt  yellow  surrounded  us, 
Thoughts  of  dreams,  memories,  and  sorrow 

Were  flowing  from  our  lips, 

Words  were  not  enough; 
We  wept  over  such  trivial  matters 
And  laughed  when  we  realized 
That  childhood  no  longer  embraced  us. 


Heidi  Manery 


That  day  I  wished  I  had  been  there 
To  talk  to  them  and  see 
Why  they  did  the  things  they  did 
And  have  them  done  to  me. 
Those  people  there  I  could  not  help 
But  with  the  killers  I  could  connect 
For  I  too  was  the  different  one 
The  one  made  fun  of  day  by  day 
The  one  harassed  until  my  blood  ran  hot,  and 
My  hands  were  wet  with  sweat 
Oh  Columbine  could  you  not  see 
What  you  and  your  friends  have  done  to  me 
And  the  killers  of  your  friends  and  children. 
You  forced  us  to  be  different 
And  tortured  us  for  being  so. 
You  brought  us  out 
And  kept  us  down. 
And  for  that  you  did  pay. 
I  do  not  respect  the  things  done  there 
nes  who  would  have  it  so. 

nnect  with  Eric  Harris  and  Dylan  Klebold. 

uey  Daigle 
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JHope 


I  stand  waiting  for 
the  tide  to  roll  in. 
Blessed  roar  of  white 
water  slap  my  shore. 

Wave  dances  with  soft 
ocean's  calm  passion. 
Sand  stay  grounded  for 
my  nervous  foot's  step. 

Breeze  give  my  lonely 
arms  patient  courage. 
Life  cast  my  path  where 
I  dream  of  landing. 


Steven  Cooper 
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ay  I  kiss  Thee? 


May  I  kiss  thee? 

Thy  lips  have  been  touched  by  an  angel. 

No  man  is  worthy. 

Others  have  touched. 

None  deserving. 

Lips  so  fair  aren't  meant  for  men. 

So  I  ask  thee  to  immortalize  me, 

Kiss  me. 

May  I  be  a  God  only  for  a  moment? 

DyShon  Washington 


Poetry  is  to  prose  3s 
Poetry  is  to  prose  as  natural  resources  are  to      n #27 A. doc 

manufactured  produce.  If  poetry  might  be  said  to  be 
diamonds,  gold,  and  other  precious  stones  and  min- 
erals, then  prose  might  be  said  to  be  the  jewelry  or 
artifacts  rendered  from  these  materials  by  skilled  art- 
ists and  craftsmen.  Poetry  represents  the  core,  or 
kernels,  of  ideas  and  emotions  the  artist  is  attempting 
to  transcribe  onto  paper.  Prose  occurs  when  those 
ideas  are  hammered  and  flattened  into  a  more  orga- 
nized, conventional,  and  culturally  contrived  format. 
This  is  not  to  say  that  poetry  has  no  form  or  order 
of  its  own;  indeed,  many  poems  are  far  more  intri- 
cately formatted  than  prose  texts.  Still,  adherence  to 
one  of  these  forms  is  neither  required  nor  expected 
of  poetry.  For  prose  to  be  prose,  however,  it  must 
fit  (though  with  considerable  laxity)  into  a  prescribed 
and  acceptable  arrangement  into  sentences,  para- 
graphs, chapters,  and  books.  While  one  might  argue 
that  prose  is  only  a  very  specialized  and  regulated 
form  of  poetry,  I  would  argue  that  the  two  are  very  dif- 
ferent processes.  A  bar  of  gold  is  held  by  many  to  be 
quite  a  beautiful  and  valuable  thing,  but  many  would 
like  to  see  that  gold  melted  and  made  into  jewelry, 
as  they  would  like  to  see  diamonds  or  stones  set  into 
gold  or  silver  pieces.  A  ruby  needs  no  one  to  defend 
its  beauty,  yet  few  would  argue  that  setting  it  into 
a  delicate  and  tasteful  gold  band  would  diminish 
its  value.  Rather,  it  would  merely  change  one's  per- 
ception of  it;  for  making  this  sort  of  change  to  a 
jewel  is  a  way  of  humanizing  or  domesticating  it. 
In  short,  poetry  provides  the  raw  materials  from 
which  prose  is  manufactured.  Without  poetry  (and 
indeed,  often  the  conversion  of  poetry  into  prose  is  a 
o  purely  unconscious  process)  there  could  be  no  prose. 

™  However,  poetry  would  exist  with  or 

£  without    prose;    the    truth    of   this 

lcj  g  we  see  in  the  history  of  literature. 

a;§  Therefore,    my   advice   to   anyone 

aspiring    to    a    career    in    writing 
is   to   first    learn    and    appreciate 
the   conventions   and    capabilities 
of  poetry  before  pursuing  prose. 
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Rugby 

Dashing  across, 

Moving  in  synchronized  motion, 

He  tackles. 

Face  hitting  earth 

As  they  pile  upon  him, 

Forcing  the  ball  backwards 

Through  scrubbed  knees. 

Then  back  up  again 

His  cleats  tearing  the  grass 

With  each  stride. 


jody  weierholt 


Light  flashes 

Thunder  rolls 

Tears  fall  down 

He  throws  his  cards  and  folds 

Hope  is  lost 

Innocence  dies 

Happiness  resigns 

And  Love  flies 

In  the  dark 

None  but  the  blind  can  see 

The  pain  and  loneliness 

That  is  destroying  me. 


Persephone  Peace 


A  Man  Exactly  Like  Other  Men 

I  am  not  a  man  like  other  men 
I  do  not  need  the  reassurance  of  a  television  show 
To  tell  me  that  I'm  human 

I  do  not  rest,  I  stay  up  all  night  and  listen  to  the  Doors 
My  name  is  not  important,  only  the  sound  of  it 

On  your  lips,  in  my  ears,  we  make  rules  like  Seventeen 
There  is  no  protection  from  STD's 
I  think  that  there  is 
It's  called  loneliness 
I  never  shared  my  body 
I  never  shared  my  soul 
But  Jim  kept  screaming  and  somewhere  in  the  night 

I  got  so  wasted  I  can't  remember  breaking  into  your  tempi* 
And  tearing  up  the  pages  of  your  Bible 
And  knocking  over  your  pulpit 
And  setting  fire  to  your  pews 
I  ran  from  your  church  doors  laughing 


arton 


Silver  Pedestal 


A  silver  dolphin  swims  the  jelly-fished  waters 
that  divide  our  continents;  separate  you  from  me. 
A  March  morning  has  found  me  sitting  here  and 
your  memory  rises  up  like  the  steam  from  my  coffee. 
In  your  eyes  I  see  a  forgiveness  that 
drunk  whispers  never  spoke  of  in  youth's  shadows. 
You  have  become  silver  and  glisten  like  hope. 
I  understand  there  will  be 

no  more  loud  promises  soft  with  bitter  blame,  and 
our  lives  have  slowly  trudged  forward — separate,  but  never  alone. 
My  calendar  that  hangs  yellow  on  the  bricked  wall 
lets  me  know  you  wil  be  recreated  new  in  strangers. 
I  wait  to  rediscover  you — and  build  my  collection  of  pedestal  friend 
I  drink  my  coffee  with  a  half-grin  and  imagine 
the  dolphin  playing  in  the  pacific  . . . 
content  as  endless  early  mornings  of  spring. 
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hathor  reeves 


•  * 


Pine  Tree  Jailbreak 


for  my  brother,  Jeremy,  and  the  way  he  always  drowns  himself 


All  of  these  wrinkled  men 

in  business  suit  boxes 

keep  telling  themselves  there  is  something  better  than  this  .  .  . 

I  have  watched  them  waiting  it  out  in  precise  square  time 

and  have  smelled  their  patience  growing  to  a  donut-compulsion  stale. 

These  men  can  have  their  Senior  Citizen  Discounts, 

wrinkled  and  stuffing  their  faces  at 

Shoney's 

"All  You  Care  to  Eat  Buffet." 

Ahh,  sweet  brother!  !      Not  us. 

We  wallowed  the  vegetable  virus  new  and 

have    always  known     that 

our  Mama  gave  us  shackles  that  drags  down  our 

print  smile,  blue  eyes,  and  faded  out  mind... 

that  our  blood  sloshes  cold  in  duct-taped  veins. 

Our  child  bellies  stumbled  for  country  miles 

before  becoming  lost  in  black  days  of  Merlot; 

We  lived  Granddaddy's  song  of  death, 

"Turn     off         the         brain  and  Fire  the  gun." 

All  of  our  days  walked  low    like 

the  drop  in  family  conversations  after  he  swallowed  his  life. 

Brother,  you  don't  need  forgiveness! 

Home  lies  half-way  between  us  and  it  is  there  that  I  wait  for 

your      Hay-bail  return. 

A  December  night  swims  in  the  bottom  of  my  glass; 

I  swallow  freedom.  There,  the  turn  of  your  wheels- 

an  open  car  door        an  empty  seat 

we  ride  into  squares  your  smile  is  family.  .  . 

deep  inhales  of  the  gray,  and  brother,  you  are  home. 

We  turn  up  Hendrix 

This  is  it!  This  is  it!  There  is  Nothing  more! 


Death  is  the  end  and  beginning  of  winter 


Embraced  by  the  falling  leaves,  winter  descends  upon  me. 
I  drop  my  head  in  my  hands  while  the  wind  blows  deadened  branches. 
All  the  while  the  screams  have  become  a  silent  echo. 
The  darkness  has  been  disturbed  for  only  a  moment  in  time. 
What  have  I  done? 
Am  I  lost? 

Has  it  all  been  in  vain?  Have  my  prayers,  my  wishes,  my  evil  been  towards  no  extent? 
I  see  the  long,  winding,  turbulent  path  up  ahead. 
Forgive  my  breath  to  be  human,  no  promise  for  immortality. 
I  am  the  shadow;  wit  within  me,  part  of  me,  hallowed  and  yet  so  hungry. 
My  senses  decline.  I'm  floating.  Floating. 
Where  is  the  sky? 

Where  is  the  sun  in  its  unforgiving,  all  seeing,  omnipotent  wisdom? 
I  will  continue  to  walk  alone.  Alone. 

As  I  walk,  I  see  the  lantern  light  drift  farther  and  farther  away. 
NO,  I'M  FLOATING! 

No  more,  no  more  from  this  day  on,  I  surrender. 
Father,  please  forgive  me.  I'm  just  a  man. 

My  brain  races  as  my  thoughts  slowly  cease.  I've  destroyed  the  monster. 
I'm  sorry  that  I  had  to  go  away  like  that,  forgive  me. 
Oh,  what  I  wouldn't  do  just  to  taste,  see,  hear,  smell,  feel,  to  feel. 
I  would  do  absolutely  anything  to  be  whole  again,  but  it's  too  late,  I  have  already 
Destroyed  the  monster.  The  monster. 

Nothingness.  Nothing  is  offered  when  it  expires.  No  time,  no  place  only  bitterness  and 
Cold.  Only  the  murderous  wind  as  your  guide. 
I  have  been  forsaken  and  forgotten;  only  a  mossy  tomb  remains. 
Love,  life,  freedom,  the  chance  to  say  I'm  sorry.  No.  Here,  there  is  nothing  to  greet 
you 

But  worms  and  flies. 

If  I  had  the  chance  to  do  it  all  over  again,  would  I?  No. 
I  have  acquired  a  monstrous  knowledge.  I  am  the  dark. 

To  walk  a  mile  in  shoes  worn  by  the  devil,  I  smile  as  the  cold  calms,  the  wind  whispers, 
and  the  branches  stir.  I  smile. 

Thomas  Parrie 


11  I  hate  bugs.  I  hate  humidity.  I  hate  this 
I  wretched  state!"  I  jerk  open  the  weathered 
door  to  the  barn.  When  my  dad,  brother,  and  I  had 
built  it,  it  had  swung  beautifully  on  its  hinges.  Now, 
it  had  to  be  beaten  into  submission.  Due  to  Lou- 
isiana humidity,  the  door  had  swollen  to  become 
too  large  for  the  jamb.  As  I  step  down  into  the 
shade,  I  heave  a  sigh  of  relief  as  I  enter  the  wel- 
come shade.  The  strands  of  hair  I  brush  away  from 
my  forehead  and  neck  scorch  my  fingers  with  the 
heat  they  retain  from  the  afternoon  sun.  I  rub  impa- 
tiently at  the  itchy  spot  a  lazy  trickle  of  sweat  has 
left  between  my  shoulder  blades  as  I  blink,  trying 
to  adjust  to  the  gloomy  interior  of  the  barn.  I  feel 
the  corners  of  my  lips  tugging  upward  at  the  sight 
of  my  mare's  head  propped  on  the  stall  door,  her 
eyes  glazed  and  half  shut  in  a  dozing  state.  Bits 
of  golden  nothingness  spark  in  the  air  on  their  trav- 
els, only  to  be  interrupted  and  sent  in  never-ceas- 
ing whirls  and  eddies  by  the  unconscious  flicking 
of  Maggie's  tail.  The  sunlight  pouring  through 
the  open  slats  of  the  stall  lights  her  body  from 
behind,  framing  her  in  a  celes- 
tial glow.  The  light  only  empha- 
sizes the  uneven  swell  of  her 
belly.  Soon.  Any  day  now. 
My  father  had  bred  her  to  a 
beautiful  paint  stud  eleven  long 
months  before  now. 


rFrom  Joy  to  Torture 
IKY     ' 


brown,  from  brown  to  gray.  Brilliant  green  ivy 
chokes  the  broken  window  panes  with  new 
runners  and  buds.  The  grass  at  the  base  of 
the  wooden  hitching  post  shimmers  dark  and 
light,  betraying  the  wind's  breath. 

"Kirsten!" 

I  scramble  into  the  car  and  pull  my  door  shut 
as  we  pick  up  speed  down  the  gravel  road. 
I  glance  at  my  Mom's  white  knuckles  on  the 
steering  wheel.  The  speedometer  reads  a 
ridiculously  fast  speed.  I  reach  for  my  seat- 
belt. 

Something  inside  of  me  begs,  pleads,  and 
finally  screams  at  me  to  not  ask,  but  I  have 
to.  "What's  going  on?"  As  soon  as  the 
words  leave  me,  I  wish  I  had  never  uttered 
them.  Some  invisible  weight  comes  to  rest 
on  my  head,  on  my  shoulders,  on  my  stom- 
ach, and  on  my  chest.  I  look  at  my  mom. 
She  isn't  answering.  Her 
lips  are  pressed  into  non- 
existence. 


I  turn  right  and  reach  for  a  lead 
rope  and  a  brush.  There  is  a 
swift  movement  at  my  eye  level, 
and  I  cease  to  breathe.  I  am 
staring  directly  at  the  diamond 
head  of  an  enormous  snake. 
Two  cold,  black,  steely  eyes 
glare  into  my  soul.  Time  stops. 
The  serpent  releases  me  from 
its  hypnotic  spell  with  one  quick  flick  of  its  split 
tongue.  A  million  thoughts  rush  through  my  head: 
Where  did  that  come  from?  What  do  I  do?  What 
about  my  horse?  I've  gotta  kill  it!  With  what? 
There  isn't  anything.  I'm  not  even  wearing  socks, 
let  alone  any  protective  clothing!  I  stumble  back- 
ward out  of  the  barn  to  run  for  help. 


"Mom?" 

"I  just  got  a  phone  call. 
Kris  may  have  been  in  an 
accident." 

"Where?" 


"Somewhere  between 
Many  and  Natchitoches." 
Thirty-some  odd  miles. 
Where?  Kris  had  been  on 
his  way  to  the  Louisiana 
School  for  Math,  Science, 
and  the  Arts  in  Natchitoches,  Louisiana,  to 
rehearse  with  their  band  for  their  commence- 
ment. My  own  high  school  commencement 
had  taken  place  only  days  before. 

"He's  okay,  Mom." 


Just  as  I  reach  the  road,  a  white,  dusty  convertible  "Kirsten,  he's  not. ..he's,  he's....     Oh,  God. 

pulls  up.    Now  where's  she  going?   Annoyed  that  What  if  he's  hurt?  What  if  he's  dead?" 
my  mom  is  leaving  when  I  have  a  snake  to  kill,  I  jog 

up  to  the  window.  "Stop  it!  He's  fine!  He's  fine." 


"Kirsten,  get  in  the  car.  We  have  to  go." 

"Mom,  there's  a  snake  in  the  barn  with  Maggie." 

"We  have  to  go. ..it's  your  brother." 

All  arguments  die  on  my  lips.  My  brother?  I 
glance  over  my  shoulder  to  the  open  door  to  the 
barn.    The  weathered  wood  fades  from  gray  to 


Empty  promises.  We  both  know  that  some- 
thing is  seriously  wrong.  The  miles  roll  slowly 
behind  the  car.  We  are  crawling  at  sixty  miles 
per  hour.  My  voice  grows  ragged  from  repeat- 
ing, "He's  okay.  He's  fine.  He's  got  to  be  all 
right." 

The  forty-minute  drive  through  Many  and  on 
toward  Natchitoches  seems  interminable.     I 


se< 
so 


see  my  baby  brother  beaming  at  me  as  I  gave  one  of  the  speecpes 
so  proud  of  me.  He  couldn't  wait  to  graduate  in  only  two  more 


I  remember  the  time  he  came  to  me  before  his  first  date,  his  six 
filled  with  concern.  No,  Kris.  Just  because  you  take  her  out  do<J| 
her.  Relief  had  replaced  concern,  and  sisterly  advice  had  been 


at  graduation, 
/ears. 


He  was 


I  half  smile  at  the  memories  of  the  times  my  six-foot-two-inch 
to  dance:  Homecoming,  church  dances,  restaurants-he  didn't 
I  recall  my  baby  brother's  words  as  he  ran  out  the  door  this  mc 
for  you.  Bye  Mom,  Dad,  Kirsten!   I  love  you!" 

"Oh,  God!   Is  that  him?!" 


een-year-old  oceanic  eyes 
t  mean  you  have  to  kiss 
>ajd/with  a  crushing  hug. 

lad  asked  me 
we  were.  Then 
fiilhose  things 


My  mother's  cry  makes  me  frantically  scan  the  road  ahead.  I  d 
"N-no,  I  don't..." 


m't  see  anything 


'Oh,  God.  Kirsten,  that's  him.  God,  no!" 


My  hands  fumble  with  the  door.  My  numb  body  couldn't  work  t 
swings  open.  The  whole  world  is  slowing  down.  I  fall  out  o 
forward.  Oh,  God!  No!  I  run  toward  the  collapsed  vehicle;  st<t>. 
feet,  trying  to  trip  me.  Suddenly,  I  stop.  The  world  stops.  The 
pivot  back  toward  my  mom.  Her  voice  is  distant;  it  isn't  cominc 
an  officer.  I  can  see  her  lips  moving,  but  her  voice  isn't  attache^ 

"Is  he  dead?" 

Silence. 

"I'm  sorry,  Ma'am.  Yes,  he's  dead." 

"No,"  I  whisper.  Again,  "NO!" 


I  collapse  to  the  ground,  not  feeling  it  cut  and  bruise  my  skin, 
please?    No.    I  need  him!    Please,  Father,  please?    NO!' 
there?    Why  aren't  you  taking  him  to  the  hospital?    Move 
Please! 


Why 


The  world  touches  me  again  as  strong  arms  wrap  around  me 
away  from  the  highway.  Strong  arms  hold  me  up  as  I  whisper  ariid 
Please,  not  him!  Take  me!  Please?  Please?" 


e latch.  Please.- 
car  and  start 
ind  glass  gr 


.ner.  She's 
to  their  motion, 


or 
alking 
at  my 
ing.  I 

to 


No, 

are  you 
somethi 


Do 


and 


pick  me  u{ 
sob,  "Pleas! 


Save  him! 


to  carry  me 
Father,  no. 


I  am  passed  from  one  set  of  arms  into  another.  These  are  stror 
looks  down  at  me.  He's  crying;  I've  never  seen  him  cry  before, 
and  me. 


ger,  more_secure..  My  dad 
His  arms  engulf  my  mother 


cai 

L 


No  one  else  exists.  The  ambulances,  police  cars,  and  paramec 
are  they?   I  slip  away  and  drop  to  my  knees  between  two  birc 
and  watch  the  leaves  twist  and  shimmer  in  the  wind,  dark  and 
burns  a  spot  in  my  memory.   I  lower  my  head  and  start,  "Heavd 
time  in  my  life,  I  do  not  know  what  to  ask.  Finally,  "Please,  plea; 

Once  again,  hands  pick  me  up.  These  hands  open  my  dad 
gently  into  the  cab  next  to  broken  metal  and  twisted  black  pi, 
brass  contrasts  sharply  with  my  brother's  mangled  saxophone 
my  feet.  I  slowly  reach  down  and  brush  off  the  glass.  I  unzip 
that  Kris  had  promised  to  pick  up  for  me  today.  I  shut  my  eyi 
can't  wake  up. 

'I  love  you  too,  Kris." 


up  at  them 
i  teaLwery  color, 
r,,.rE&Uhetirst 
.  J~need  help/' 

truck  door  and  place  me 

stic.    The  bright  gieam  of 

case.   His  backpack  is  at 

the  bag  to  find  the, clothes 


The  crowd  never  sees  this  side  of  you — 

Demons  in  your  head, 

Crouched  in  the  corner. 

They  think  you  are  a  perfect  animal, 

Limbs  in  monotonous  motion, 

Racing  around  a  metrical  oval  in  nylon  and  mesh. 

It  is  a  facade. 

Not  putting  in  what  you  expend  out, 

Your  form  begins  to  lose  shape. 

A  disease  festering  in  your  brain 

Swallowing  you,  sucking  every  fibrous  muscle, 

Leaving  only  skin  and  bone. 

Alone  in  this  dark  place. 

Forcing  you  to  swallow, 

They  worry  but  don't  understand. 

Emaciated  you  continue  to  run — 

Street  after  street. 

With  only  the  intention  of  being  the  best. 

The  crowd  never  sees  this  side  of  me. 

My  mind  fighting  hostility, 

My  body  worn  empty  of  potency. 

Crouched  in  the  corner, 

Demons  in  my  head 

Knowing  I'm  no  perfect  animal. 


i 


dow  of  a  Child 


before  the  epoch  of 

everythin 

we  woke  up  together 

at  the  crack  of  never 

i  was  jealous  of  the 


Smooth  oil  covered  ropes 
Of  butterfly  wings. 

Singing  away 

Sad  silk  touched  songs    / 

In  melodv's  first  dawn.   / 


for  crawling  thru  your  window 
to  touch  your  face 

and  you're  keeping 
as  still  as  the 
silence 

and  I  felt  the  violence 
of  you  lying  there 
vou  were  a 


Lying  DacK  / 

Soft  petal  kissed  beds  / 
Of  broken  hearts.        / 

Jumping  forth  / 

Pure  wind  swept  oceans 
In  babv  tears.        / 


Playing  along    / 

Short  bell  tinkling  laughter 

Of  innocences  last  eoodbve. 


robbv  sexton 


Catching/up 

Tiny  wishing  well  silhouettes 

Always  going  away. 


Lvdia  Griffith 


cow  patty  mornings 


audubon  field  guide  in  1 

we  trespassed  on  safari 

sought  to  kill  the  not  caring 

armed  with  the  freedom  of  assembly 

and  of  youth. 


Wayne  was  our  Caliban  of  the  violet  hour 
Pilgrim  Bill  was  our  driver  to  innermeccas 
Tabatha  was  our  beati 
Baby  Kate  was  our  tour  guide  to  the  stars 
And  Everyman  was  our  neighbor  from  dov 

hunters  and  eatherers  all. 


/  \ 


Kate  Nance 


Going  Under 


A  loudspeaker  announcer 
Drivine  me  insane. 


Hug  a  tree,  save  a  life 

"Trees  do  not  cry"  she  said 

and  her  hair  was  a  mess 
from  the  wind 


My  eyes  start  to  jump, 
Lips  twitch,  hands  shake." 

A  pain  grips  my  chest, 
My  heart  begins  to  ache. 

Chased  by  my  past, 
Into  utter  desperation. 

Looking  for  salvation, 
At  every  waystation. 

Then  numbness  settles, 
And  sleep  takes  over 

Losing  myself  in  dreams, 
Drifting  lower  and  lower^ 

A  hand  reaches  down, 
And  pulls  me  back. 

Am  1  cohesive, 
Or  will  I  crack? 


rronp  her  shirt 
crunching  and  crumbling 
into  her  b  a. 
She  glared  and  stared 
as  I  hugged 
with  my  fenfire  body 
the  weeding  willow 
and  my/heart  pulsed 
with  tne  tree's  rhythm. 
aMus/you?',  she  grui 
and  barely  yelped 
whpn  the  branch 
smacked  her  face. 


Each  return  to  lite 
Leaves  me  worn  tli 


o  face  it  aeai: 


Dana  Toub< 


\    / 


God's  Hands 


Hf  n^lrl   hie   h' 


tie  held  his  hai 
And  said,  'let  th< 

un  was  born  and  warrrn 


Creatures  were  heard  throughout  the  1 
From  the  bottoms  of  the  ocean 
To  the  deepest  caves. 

He  looked  and  it  was  good, 
Then  he  said,  "Awake  man!" 
And  man  awoke  from  the  earth. 
Naked  and  lovely  for  all  to  see. 

Man  cried  for  he  was  alone. 

No  companion  was  found  for  him. 

"Please  Lord,  may  I  have  one  like  me?' 

He  heard  the  man  s  voice  and  providec 
The  man  with  another,  a  woman. 
Then  the  man  warmed  and  welcomed, 
Together  thev  both  walk  the  earth.  / 


lodie  Biai 


<J 


It  never  fails  to  surprise  them 
The  concept  of  its  non-existence 


<It  never  fails  to  surprise  me 

jTheir  shock 

> 
■nAt  the  idea  of  nothing  to  blight  the  spirit 
^Nothing  but  guilt  and  karma 

> 

oBut  never  so  surprising 
^As  when  first   I   heard  [~ 
^And  believed 


-e   spj>>* 


*  &efl 


we st brook 


|t^|StgFp|^?|Ft7£p^" 


>&< 


s£fff!$fSi' 


llfggt   I  heard 


"'Oiolioonoioioil 


Alcidamas  and  the  Composition/Speech 
Paradox 

Many  thinkers  associated  with  clas- 
sical rhetoric,  such  as  Alcidamas,  took  great 
pains  to  illustrate  the  predominance  of  oral 
over  written  rhetoric.  Since  speaking  is  a 
more  natural  and  fundamental  form  of  com- 
munication than  writing,  the  ancient  rhetor- 
icians maintained  that  only  by  mastering  the 
former  could  one  achieve  success  in  the 
latter.  If  one  thinks  of  composition  as  a  trans- 
lation of  an  oral  code,  or  a  "slowed  down 
version  of  inner  speech,"  then  the  argument 
that  one  can  write  effectively  without  good 
speaking  skills  is  a  difficult  one  to  make 
(Connors  134). 

Most  ancient  rhetoricians  recog- 
nized the  importance  of  oral  discourse. 
Isocrates  states  that  "none  of  the  things 
which  are  done  with  intelligence  take 
place  without  the  help  of  speech,"  and 
that  "in  all  our  actions  as  well  as  in  all 
our  thoughts,"  speech  is  the  guide  (50). 
Isocrates  sees  eloquence  as  a  requisite  of 
civilized  life.  Because  of  good  oral  rhetoric, 
"we  have  come  together  and  founded  cities 
and  made  laws  and  invented  arts"  (50). 
When  speaking  of  the  art  of  oratory,  Cicero 
maintains  that  "in  every  free  nation,  and  most 
of  all  in  communities  which  have  attained 
the  enjoyment  of  peace  and  tranquility,  this 
one  art  has  always  flourished  above  the  rest 
and  ever  reigned  supreme"  (204).  Quintil- 
ian  asks,  "If  we  have  received  from  the  gods 
nothing  more  valuable  than  speech,  what 
can  we  consider  more  deserving  of  culti- 
vation and  exercise?"  (325).  Attaining  profi- 
ciency in  oral  discourse  was  an  integral  part 
of  Roman  and  Greek  citizenship. 

Despite  this  necessity  and  desir- 
ability of  skill  in  speech,  most  colleges  do 
not  require  students  to  enroll  in  speech 
courses;  oral  discourse  is  dead.  Although 
all  freshmen  entering  the  university  must 
show  competence  in  composition,  their 
speech  skills  are  often  completely  neglected. 


Aefofet 


Matthew  Barton 


Still,  students  who  may  be  incapable  of 
uttering  grammatically  correct  sentences  are 
expected  to  write  essays  in  standard  aca- 
demic English.  Cicero  writes  that  "those  who 
have  made  themselves  familiar  with  their 
language,  will  be  unable  to  speak  anything 
but  good  Latin,  even  if  they  want  to"  (qtd. 
from  Matsen  195).  Students  who  are  not 
accustomed  to  speaking  standard  English 
are  rarely  capable  of  writing  error-free  prose. 
For  the  same  reason  that  one  would  not  ask 
music  students  to  compose  piano  concer- 
tos before  they  can  play  the  piano,  requir- 
ing students  to  write  essays  before  they  can 
speak  well  is  farcical.  Obviously,  there  are 
many  lessons  yet  to  be  learned  from  the 
ancients. 

Alcidamas 

One  of  these  ancients  with  some- 
thing to  say  concerning  speech  and  writing 
is  Alcidamas,  a  rhetorician  and  sophist  of 
the  fourth  century.  Alcidamas'  main  con- 
cern is  for  the  "rough-and-ready  improvised 
speech  based  on  wide  knowledge"  (Matsen 
37).  Alcidamas  had  only  scorn  for  those  ora- 
tors preferring  fixed  texts,  even  if  they  were 
"full  of  the  refinements  of  language"  (37). 

Alcidamas  opens  his  essay  "Con- 
cerning Those  Who  Write  Written  Speeches" 
by  heaping  scorn  on  orators  who  can  speak 
well  and  demonstrate  ability  only  by  prac- 
ticing written  speeches  (38).  He  views  this 
activity  as  a  type  of  cheating.  Alcidamas' 
first  argument  concerns  the  ease  and  lei- 
sure with  which  one  may  prepare  a  written 
piece  compared  to  the  quick-wittedness  and 


vast  resources  required  of  an  impromptu 
speaker.  "Since  writing  is  more  at  hand 
to  us  than  speaking,"  Alcidamas  argues, 
"we  might  reasonably  think  also  the  acqui- 
sition of  it  of  less  worth"  (38).  One  sees 
the  reality  of  this  at  academic  conferences, 
where  some  speakers  read  directly  from  their 
papers  rather  than  presenting  from  memory. 
Even  if  the  reader  has  good  inflection,  bore- 
dom is  usually  the  result  of  such  a  presenta- 
tion. Since  preparing  a  speech  beforehand 
and  reading  it  requires  less  mental  effort 
than  speaking  on  a  topic  from  memory,  Alci- 
damas deems  written  speeches  of  much 
less  value  than  impromptu  ones. 

Alcidamas'  second  argument  is 
that,  while  anyone  would  expect  a  proficient 
speaker  to  be  able,  "with  little  variation  in 
habit,"  to  write  well,  a  skillful  writer  is  not 
necessarily  capable  of  speaking  well  (38). 
"Concerning  words,"  Alcidamas  states,  "it  is 
clear  that  everyone  who  uses  them  well  on 
the  spot  will  with  time  and  leisure  for  writing 
be  an  important  speech  writer"  (39).  A  writer 
engaging  in  writing  as  a  "serious  occupa- 
tion," however,  will  "have  his  thought  full  of 
perplexity,  digression,  and  confusion"  when 
he  shifts  to  improvised  speech  (39).  For  this 
reason,  unexpected  questions  are  the  chief 
fear  of  many  students  while  defending  their 
thesis.  An  ability  to  write  very  thorough  and 
detailed  essays  on  complex  subjects  does 
not  necessarily  imply  the  ability  to  speak 
well  or  think  clearly  on  those  subjects. 

Alcidamas'  third  argument  is  that 
speaking  is  much  more  important  to  the 
everyday  lives  of  men  than  writing  (39).  Even 
in  composition  classrooms,  speech  prevails 
over  writing  as  a  means  of  instruction.  There 
are  many  people  in  America  today  who  have 
never  read  a  novel,  yet  maintain  active  public 
lives.  Also,  since  writing  is  such  a  time-con- 
suming process  compared  to  speaking,  it 
is  not  a  fit  medium  to  "warn  those  who  are 
erring  or  to  console  the  unfortunate  or  to 
calm  the  desperate  or  to  refute  the  charges 
the  moment  they  have  been  brought"  (39). 
Everyone  can  recall  moments  in  their  lives 
when  they  wish  they  had  had  more  time 
to  prepare  something  to  say.  Alcidamas 
believes  that  being  prepared  to  speak  well, 


at  any  time,  on  any  subject,  is  far  more  valu- 
able than  being  able  to  write  well  on  those 
subjects.  A  job  interviewee  who  can  respond 
eloquently  and  comfortably  to  difficult  ques- 
tions is  more  likely  to  be  hired  than  some- 
one who  is  nervous  and  stammering. 

One  of  Alcidamas'  most  interesting 
claims  is  that  "the  practice  of  writing  offers 
the  most  difficulty  for  speaking"  (40).  Writ- 
ing calls  for  a  totally  different  approach 
to  thought  than  speech:  "Someone  who 
is  accustomed  to  work  out  his  speeches 
little  by  little  and  to  compose  his  phrases 
with  precision  and  proportion"  is  by  nature 
a  slower  thinker  than  an  extemporaneous 
speaker  (40).  In  the  same  way  that  a  man 
imprisoned  long  in  chains  will  not  walk  very 
gracefully  upon  his  release,  a  man  long 
accustomed  to  writing  will  suffer  when  he 
attempts  to  speak  freely  (40).  Although  writ- 
ing offers  the  advantage  of  being  able  to 
more  carefully  select  metaphors,  arrange 
sentences,  and  invent  arguments,  it  may 
well  cause  someone  to  become  dependent 
on  its  delay.  Good  writers  can  also  be  lazy 
thinkers.  Mostly,  though,  persuasion  is  only 
possible  at  particular  moments,  and  people 
cannot  always  afford  the  time  required  to 
write  for  a  cause. 

Alcidamas'  other  arguments  consist 
mainly  of  the  stylistic  and  rhetorical  advan- 
tages of  speech  over  writing.  In  writing,  "the 
power  of  the  speaker  to  control  his  words  by 
paying  attention  to  the  effects  of  his  words" 
is  lost;  the  audience  becomes  much  more 
of  an  abstraction  (41).  Robert  Connors  and 


Cheryl  Glenn  state  in  their  popular  guide  to 
teaching  writing  that  "writing  lacks  an  imme- 
diate audience  and  an  obvious  context  and 
employs  its  own  medium  of  communication" 
(134).  If  students  are  not  allowed  the  oppor- 
tunities to  study  a  real  audience's  reactions 
to  their  scholarly  arguments,  a  vital  compo- 
nent of  their  rhetorical  skill  suffers,  and,  in 
consequence,  they  will  produce  less  effec- 
tive essays.  In  a  good  speech  class,  stu- 
dents can  determine  the  effectiveness  of 
their  rhetoric  by  watching  the  faces  of  their 
peers  and  teachers.  "Writers  must  master 
awareness  of  audience  and  presentation 
styles  without  the  benefit  of  immediate  feed- 
back," Glenn  and  Connors  point  out  (134). 
This  difficulty  could  be  alleviated  tremen- 
dously if  students  were  more  experienced 
speakers. 

Though  he  has  much  to  say  against 
writing,  Alcidamas  makes  it  clear  that  he 
does  not  think  it  a  futile  practice.  "I  have 
spoken  these  words  not  altogether  rejecting 
the  art  of  writing  but  considering  it  to  be  infe- 
rior to  the  art  of  extemporaneous  speaking," 
he  says  (42).  His  epistemological  leanings 
are,  of  course,  towards  speech-based  cur- 
riculums:  "Most  care  ought  to  be  given  to 
the  ability  to  speak,"  he  states  (42).  That 
so  many  college  students  are  not  required 
to  take  even  basic  speech  courses  would 
have  shocked  Alcidamas,  who  sees  those 
skills  as  fundamental  to  civilized  life.  While 
composition  certainly  has  its  place,  oral  dis- 
course is  far  more  important,  and  should 
dominate  the  English  core. 


The  Speech/Composition  Paradox 

William  Bright  of  the  University  of 
Colorado  makes  several  good  points  about 
the  relationship  between  speech  and  writ- 
ing. He  identifies  ten  differences  between 
the  two,  three  of  which  are  crucial  to  the 
present  discussion.  First  of  all,  Bright  men- 
tions that  speech  "goes  back  to  human 
beginnings,"  whereas  writing  is  compara- 
tively recent,  being  first  invented  around 
3200  B.C.  by  the  Sumerians  (1).  Speech, 
unlike  writing,  is  universal-meaning  that 
while  some  people  cannot  write,  very  few 
people  cannot  speak  or  understand  speech 
(1).  A  third  difference  is  acquisition;  speech 
skills  begin  developing  in  children  around 
the  age  of  two,  and  researchers  like  Noam 
Chomsky  have  made  convincing  arguments 
that  some  traits  are  inherited,  rather  than 
learned  (3).  Writing,  of  course,  does  not 
begin  until  much  later,  usually  around  four 
or  five,  after  the  child's  speech  patterns  are 
already  set. 

Speech  is  older,  more  ubiquitous, 
and  acquired  at  a  much  earlier  age  than 
writing  skills.  For  the  same  reason  that 
an  aspiring  mathematician  would  wish  to 
master  addition  and  subtraction  before  pro- 
ceeding to  multiplication  and  division,  stu- 
dents should  perfect  their  speech  before 
attempting  composition.  Although  good 
speech  is  a  prerequisite  of  composition, 
educators  push  writing  skills  at  the  cost 
of  speech  training.  Paradoxically,  the  more 
attention  teachers  pay  to  composition  at  the 
expense  of  speech,  the  worse  their  students' 
writing  becomes. 

Common  advice  given  in  compo- 
sition classrooms  is  for  proofreading  stu- 
dents to  read  their  sentences  out  loud.  The 
thought  here  is  that  by  hearing  their  text,  they 
will  recognize  mistakes  in  grammar.  If  the 
students  cannot  speak  correctly,  however, 
and  are  not  familiar  enough  with  standard 
speech,  this  strategy  is  completely  useless- 
-in  fact,  it  may  even  cause  more  harm  than 
good.  This  is  only  one  example  of  the  need 
for  speech  training  at  a  very  early  stage  of 
education. 

Some    textbooks    recognize    the 


importance  of  talking  in  conjunction  with 
writing.  One  popular  developmental  text- 
book suggests  that  talking  is  a  "simple  way 
to  relieve  anxiety  and  start  the  writing  pro- 
cess" (Wingersky,  et  al  4).  The  authors  insist 
that  talking  about  an  assignment  among 
friends  is  a  good  way  to  discover  a  suitable 
topic  to  write  about,  and  give  a  sample  con- 
versation that  they  claim  "could  very  well  be 
an  actual  dialogue  between  two  students" 
(5).  Oddly,  though,  the  dialogue  is  free  of 
grammatical  errors,  slang,  cursing,  or  any 
other  feature  of  typical  informal  student  con- 
versations. 

Dorothea  Brande  disagrees  with 
this  in  her  classic  Becoming  a  Writer.  "If 
you  are  for  the  moment  fortunate  enough  to 
have  a  responsive  audience  you  often  suffer 
for  it  later,"  writes  Brande,  arguing  that  dis- 
cussing a  paper  before  writing  is  like  telling 
a  "twice-told  tale"  (52).  In  Brande's  opinion, 
bored  authors  sloughing  through  a  paper 
they  have  already  discussed  orally  at  length 
are  unlikely  to  produce  stirring  prose. 

This  relates  to  what  James  Britton 
writes  about  in  "Shaping  at  the  Point  of  Utter- 
ance" (29).  Britton's  contention  is  that  writ- 
ers should  view  what  they  do  less  like  "oil 
painting,"  that  is,  as  something  that  can  be 
perpetually  revised  and  changed,  and  more 
like  "water  color  painting,"  in  which  "the  ini- 
tial process  must  capture  immediately  as 
much  as  possible  of  the  painter's  vision" 
(33).  Britton  is  striving  to  make  writers  func- 
tion more  like  speakers.  When  people  use 
language  incorrectly  in  a  conversation,  they 
cannot  go  back  in  time.  If  a  politician  says 
"sexual  intercourse"  instead  of  "sexual  rela- 
tions," even  if  he  later  claims  to  have  mis- 
spoken, the  damage  has  still  been  done. 
Quintilian  also  makes  this  point,  and  com- 
pares those  writers  obsessed  with  editing 
as  "surgeons  who  make  incisions  even  in 
sound  places;  and  hence  it  happens  that 
their  writings  are  scarred  and  bloodless" 
(342).  Britton  and  Quintilian  seem  to  share 
Alcidamas'  contempt  of  the  ability  of  writers 
to  revise  and  modify  their  work.  Skillful  rhet- 
oricians get  their  points  across  clearly  the 
first  time  because  they  carefully  shape  their 
thoughts  "at  the  point  of  utterance." 


Peter  Elbow  also  makes  this  point, 
arguing  that  people  who  lack  voice  in  their 
writing  do  so  "because  they  stop  so  often  in 
the  act  of  writing  a  sentence  and  worry  and 
change  their  minds  about  which  words  to 
use"  (62).  In  contrast  to  our  speech,  Elbow 
writes,  "we  have  been  fully  graded,  cor- 
rected, and  given  feedback  on  our  mistakes 
in  writing"  (62).  Elbow  is  concerned  that  as 
students  progress  in  composition  classes, 
they  lose  their  "voice,"  and  "fake  it"  because 
of  the  need  "to  face  an  audience"  (62).  Often 
enough,  student's  speech  may  be  so  radi- 
cally different  from  standard  English  that,  if 
they  wish  to  pass  a  composition  class,  they 
must  write  in  what  is  to  them  a  completely 
foreign  and  artificial  style.  They  must  resist 
all  of  the  habits  of  their  speech.  Instead  of 
buying  a  new  pair  of  pants,  these  students 
are  patching  their  old  ones. 

Michael  Halloran's  essay,  "Rheto- 
ric in  the  American  College  Curriculum:  The 
Decline  of  Public  Discourse,"  examines  the 
loss  of  public  discourse  training  in  America's 
colleges.  After  arguing  that  the  purpose  of 
rhetorical  training  in  the  Greek  and  Roman 
tradition  was  to  shape  the  "students'  ability 
to  communicate  effectively  in  their  native  lan- 
guage," Halloran  traces  the  decline  of  oral 
discourse  and  the  rise  of  the  written  exami- 
nation (189).  "The  only  written  exercise  that 
I  am  aware  of  was  the  requirement  at  Har- 
vard that  candidates  for  the  MA  degree 
write  a  'Synopsis  or  Compendium,'"  Hal- 
loran writes  concerning  eighteenth  century 
education  (189). 


Halloran  believes  that  American  stu- 
dents have  suffered  greatly  as  a  result  of  this 
de-emphasizing  of  public  discourse.  "The 
emphasis  on  oral  tradition,"  he  writes,  pro- 
duced a  "certain  readiness  of  mind  and 
speech,  and  a  zeal  for  rhetorical  encounters" 
(189).  Very  few  modern  students  feel  com- 
fortable speaking  in  front  of  their  class.  When 
I  was  preparing  to  teach  a  developmental 
reading  class,  I  was  told  by  my  administra- 
tors specifically  not  to  require  anyone  in  the 
class  to  read  anything  out  loud!  The  justifi- 
cation for  this  was  that  reading  out  loud  can 
embarrass  a  student  with  speech  difficul- 
ties. Halloran  writes  that  this  "communica- 
tion anxiety,"  or  shyness  before  an  audience, 
was  not  as  prevalent  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, because  of  the  "overwhelming  empha- 
sis given  to  rhetoric  in  the  curriculum"  (190). 
This  training  was  important  because  it  "pro- 
vided students  with  copious  experience  and 
with  a  tacit  set  of  values  bearing  directly 
on  the  use  of  language  in  managing  public 
affairs"  (190).  Training  in  oral  rhetoric  was 
a  fundamental  part  of  all  university  curricu- 
lums. 

Halloran  believes  the  shift  away 
from  oral  discourse  was  directly  related  to  a 
shift  in  the  understood  function  of  colleges. 
Whereas,  colleges  were  formerly  concerned 
with  the  needs  of  the  community,  now  they 
serve  "as  a  means  by  which  students  [can] 
pursue  their  own  advancement  in  society" 
(193).  In  Halloran's  view,  the  decline  of 
public  discourse  has  resulted  in  a  general 
disinterest  in  politics  and  citizenship  around 


the  country.  "When  Daniel  Webster  debated 
the  nature  of  the  Constitution  with  Hayne 
and  later  with  Calhoun,"  writes  Halloran,  "his 
arguments  were  discussed  in  general  stores 
and  barber  shops  around  the  country"  (1 94). 
Politicians  no  longer  have  "serious  debates" 
that  might  actually  "enable  some  ordinary 
citizens  to  form  their  own  intelligent  views" 
(194).  Since  oral  rhetoric  now  plays  such  a 
small  role  in  American  colleges,  the  gradu- 
ates of  2000  are  not  as  well  equipped  to  deal 
with  politics  and  public  life  as  were  the  grad- 
uates of  1800. 

Most  of  the  stigma  associated  with 
students'  speech  problems  concerns  oddly 
placed  sensitivity.  Many  students  in  modern 
classrooms  speak  a  wide  variety  of  dialects, 
and  quite  often  they  are  very  proud  of  their 
ways  of  speaking.  Few  of  them  always  speak 
in  Standard  English,  and  even  fewer  speak 
in  Academic  English.  Plenty  of  students  are 
utterly  incapable  of  speaking  in  Standard 
English.  There  seems  to  be  something  arro- 
gant or  prudish,  however,  about  a  teacher 
correcting  a  student's  speech.  In  my  own 
experience  as  a  teacher,  I  have  dealt  with 
plenty  of  mumbling  students  who  grew  quite 
irate  upon  being  called  upon  to  repeat  them- 
selves more  clearly.  People  take  criticism  of 
their  speech  very  personally,  and  often  feel 
insulted  or  violated  when  someone  attempts 
to  correct  them.  Ironically,  the  same  is  not 
true  of  their  written  mistakes.  Although  no 
one  likes  having  points  taken  from  an  essay 
for  nonstandard  grammar,  they  are  not  likely 
to  take  it  as  a  personal  affront  or  be  greatly 
embarrassed.  This  has  led  to  the  "Student's 
Rights  to  their  Own  Language,"  which  spe- 
cifically states  that  teachers  must  accept 
"the  dialects  of  their  [the  student's]  nurture 
or  whatever  dialects  in  which  they  find  their 
own  identity  and  style"  (on-line).  Essays  like 
William  Labov's  "The  Logic  of  Nonstandard 
English"  have  done  much  to  solidify  this 
notion  that  non-standard  dialects  are  in  no 
way  inferior  to  the  standard  one.  Sadly,  this 
egalitarian  approach  does  not  make  stu- 
dents more  effective  communicators-rather, 
it  burns  the  bridge  of  standardization.  Build- 
ing a  completely  fair  and  tolerant  university 
is  like  building  a  Tower  of  Babel. 


The  reason  that  students  are  more 
comfortable  accepting  criticism  of  their  writ- 
ing than  their  speech  is  that,  in  the  same  way 
that  writing  causes  students  to  view  their 
audiences  as  abstractions,  it  also  causes 
them  to  view  themselves  abstractly.  Most  stu- 
dents do  not  "own"  their  writing  in  the  same 
way  that  they  "own"  their  speech--in  the 
composition  game,  everyone  understands 
that  the  subject  is  the  paper,  not  the  student. 
As  a  writing  center  assistant,  I  feel  comfort- 
able telling  a  student  not  to  use  "he  do  good 
work"  in  a  formal  essay,  but  telling  the  same 
student  not  to  use  it  in  speaking  seems  out 
of  line. 


Oral    Discourse   and   the   Future   of 
American  Colleges 

The  ancient  Greeks  and  Romans 
recognized  the  importance  of  good  oral  rhet- 
oric to  civilized  society.  Men  like  Alcidamas, 
Isocrates,  Cicero,  and  Quintilian  all  taught 
the  art  to  men  who  would  later  become 
important  social  leaders.  College  curricu- 
lums  no  longer  display  this  concern  for  oral 
discourse,  even  though  the  need  for  skilful 
oratorical  skills  are  still  just  as  present  today 


as  they  were  in  ancient  times.  Current  trends 
in  American  culture,  such  as  the  rise  of 
television  and  the  decline  of  literacy,  signal 
a  growing  need  for  those  oratorical  skills 
taught  by  Alcidamas.  What  is  needed  is  not 
only  general  reform  in  English  curriculums 
across  the  country,  but  a  change  in  the  atti- 
tudes of  both  students  and  teachers  towards 
speech.  There  is  nothing  racist,  sexist,  or 
authoritarian  in  leveling  speech  standards. 

From  a  composition  standpoint, 
less  is  more.  Once  students  have  gained 
competence  in  speaking,  they  will  also 
increase  their  chance  of  becoming  good  writ- 
ers. An  English  curriculum  with  an  oral  core, 
as  history  shows,  is  much  more  effective  in 
preparing  students  to  serve  themselves  and 
their  communities  than  one  limited  to  writing. 
The  writings  of  Alcidamas  are  more  valuable 
today  than  ever,  when  oral  discourse  has 
almost  disappeared  from  American  acade- 
mies. 
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The  dragon  lives  inside  the  heart  of  a 

Troubled  soul,  and  his  blood  eats  away  at 
The  flesh  like  acid. 


They  were  all  wrong.  They  never  und      e      r      s      tnnn 
Why  did  they  try  when  they  knew  they  a 

Were  up  to  no    goo  d. 

Little  fairies  with  wings  torn  off ,  beatee^and 

The  elves  know  better  now  so  fuck  those  little 
Shrews. 
Liars!  How  can  you  be  happy  with  your  heart  on  the  floor? 
Kick  it  around  and  ask  for  more? 

Don't  worry,  your  time  has  come  and  you  will  see, 

that  vengeance  and  wrath  are  no  match  for  your  fucking  purity, 
smile,  laugh,  and  be  happy  while  you  can  the  lies 
you  feed  me  will  never  be  ir,  sanri 

■SSSif  an^  and  Fear  RS 
and  the  dragon  that  22  £&  °P™ed 

shackled  will  never  Cha,nedand 

'  sleep  until  the  end. 


JaC0D«acba/ 


Forgetting    May 


\JBSA 

f  ORbRE  j£&?A  ST 

I.  Awake  Early  Tuesday  Morning  arHHfingry 

God  kiss  my  lips  and  rhrow  strength  on  my  whiteness! 
Make  meTy-clean  so  that  I  may  be  innocent  and 
devour  men's  hearts  in  Beatrice  style 
wwTsmnding  in  a  Wal-Marr  parking  lot  with 

and  POP  the  lid  down  on  his  HELP  Mb  tace. 

I  want  him. 

When  will  this  be  enough? 

£  fown  hete  beside  d».  pond  »nd  watch 
my  teats  drop  watm  on  his  cold  grave. 

l^uely  rememblrXtember  leaving  on  a  Greyhound. 
He  moved  South  wirh  Octobers  green. 

%i£$££fi£- 1- <he  p°tential  to  float  away- 


II.  Wednesday  Morning  and  Looking  for  Cheerios* 


That  oak  tree  there- 
it  was  Grandma  Key's  hope  chest 
but  the  tree  finally  said  no  more  and 
now  gathers  skin-dust  in  Daddy's  attic. 
Those  bodies  passed  me  by  in  curve  lines  of 
red  mornings  and  white  skies- 
precise  weeks  measured  by  prescriptions  of  codeine. 
Minds  disintegrate  and  dip  into  my  stomach. 
All  I  know  is  that 
his  lips  were  fat  and  violet  sweet 
and  I  buried  him  beside  Grandma's  pond. 
Look,  even  my  two  male  ducks  have  felt  his  gay 
and  waddle  happy  towards  each  other. 
It  is  like  this... 

there  were  intentions  behind  his  nipple  sucking 
and  his  fat  cheek  promises. 

He  clung  to  my  calves  like  I  was  his  child-Mama 
and  I  cannot  forget 

so  I  spend  these  mornings  waiting  for  a  red  dawn 
to  talk  to  me  in  summer's  humidity. 
Tonight's  winter  sky  softly  cries  for  her  knight; 
It  has  gotten  dark. 
I  begin  heading  back  towards  the  house. 

sabrina  key 


When  we  bought  our  first  house  last  year,  it  seemed  the  perfect  starter 

home.  The  forties  bungalow  with  three  bedrooms-one  for  the  baby,  one 

for  the  office,   one  for  us-was  a  cozy,   charming,   and  bargain-sized  find  for 

us.  There  was  just  one  drawback:  the  house  had  no  yard.  It's  not  that 

the  property  was  small-there  was  land  enough  for  what  could  have  been  a 

pretty,  woodsy  landscape  to  the  front  and  side  of  the  house.  We  even  had 

a  lovely  spreading  shade  tree  or  two.  But  a  pretty  landscape  it  was  not. 

Instead,  only  stubborn,  scrubby  nandina  bushes  straggled  outward  from  the 

house.  About  two  feet  out  from  the  foundation  they  gave  way  to  what 

my  husband  took  to  fondly  calling  "the  front  dirt "-the  barren,  swampy, 

utterly  lifeless  patch  of  sunken  mud  we  had  instead  of  grass.  Leveling 

off  at  a  good  five  inches  below  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk,  the  dirt  sloped 

with  alarming  and  unpicturesque  uniformity  inward  toward  the  house.  The 

drainage  disaster  this  constituted  probably  accounted  for  the  failure 

of  vegetation  on  this  our  very  own  Martian  landscape.  But  to  call  it 

lifeless  is  perhaps  unfair  of  me;  though  it  was  devoid  of  any  green 

and  growing  thing,  the  standing  water  which  was  pooled  on  the  dirt 

after  every  rainstorm  was  a  more  than  suitable  breeding  ground  for  all 

the  neighborhood's  mosquitoes.  I  feel  certain  that  if  the  mosquito 

population  had  ever  become  endangered,  our 
front  dirt  would  ea^lv  have  saved  them  from 
extinction 


Miserable  as  I  was  about  the  mosquitoes  (their  presence  made  the  porch 
as  useless  as  the  yard),  my  husband  seemed  far  more  plagued  by  the  ugli- 
ness of  the  nandinas.  One  cool  Saturday,  his  bubbling  ire  erupted  into  a1 . 
rage  directed  at  the  unsuspecting  plants.  All  morning  he  fiercely  tore  at 
unfortunate  root  systems  and  ill-fated  foliage,  cursing  wildly  and  periodically 
shouting,  "Who's  your  Daddy?!"  in  triumphant  tones.  The  result  was  that,  by 
late  afternoon,  all  that  was  left  of  the  nandinas  was  a  mountainous  pile  of 
brush  at  the  curb  (good  riddance!)  and  a  great  clumpy  ditch  round  the  house. 
This  ditch,  with  the  extra  standing  water  it  created,  made  the  mosquitoes 
even  happier  than  they  already  were. 

We  immediately  determined  to  put  azaleas  in  around  the  house  in  order  to  begin  the  beautification 
and  rescue  of  our  property.  In  our  mild  climate  and  shady  conditions,  we  figured  they  should  do  very  well. 
After  all,  we  thought,  great  frothy  azalea  bushes  were  blooming  pink  and  white  all  over  town;  why  should 
our  yard  be  any  different?  And  so  we  set  out  to  grace  our  home  with  our  own  profusion  of  blossoms.  Four 
gardening  books,  forty  bags  of  various  types  of  soil,  a  whole  pile  of  new  lawn  tools,  a  weekend  of  digging, 
a  truckload  of  pilfered  pine-straw  mulch,  and  twenty-two  new  azalea  plants  later,  we  naively  thought  we 
were  on  our  way  to  "Better  Homes  and  Gardens."  Eleven  azaleas  promptly  died. 


Heather    Conrad 


Shocked  by  this  turn  of  events,  we  applied  ourselves  desperately  to  the 
copious  fertilizing  and  watering  and  general  hovering  that  we  hoped  would 
save  our  remaining  azaleas,  while  we  tried  to  regroup  and  decide  what 
landscape  remedy  to  implement  next.  My  conviction  that  the  deep,  wet 
Louisiana  shade  of  our  yard  would  grow  no  grass  drew  me  in  an  ever  wid- 
ening spiral  of  grandiose  plans  for  the  elaborate  shade  garden  I  envisioned, 
complete  with  stone  pathways  and  trickling/gurgling  waterfalls.  Who  would 
pay  for  such  an  endeavor?  I  had  no  idea.  Details,  details. 

Jack's  more  modest  proposal  involved  no  landscape  plants— just 
grass.  This  was  not  particularly  agreeable  to  me,  since  I  wanted  exactly 
the  opposite.  We  cleverly  compromised  for  the  time  being  by  acquiring 
neither  plants  nor  grass.  The  planting  season  came  and  went  while  our 
yard  remained  as  swampy  and  uncultivated  as  ever.  The  only  progress  we 
made  was  to  till  our  dirt  in  preparation  for  hypothetical  future  planting.  This 
accomplishment  only  made  it  easier  for  the  fire  ants  to  build  their  volcanic 
mounds. 

One  really  excellent  side  effect  of  tilling  our  bare  dirt  was  the  little  green 
oak  seedlings  that  began  to  spring  up  everywhere  from  the  acorns  we 
had  unwittingly  cultivated  into  the  soil.  Oops  (No,  really,  we  meant  to  do 
that).  Mushrooms,  too,  great  leathery,  elephant-eared  ones,  began  to  creep 
across  the  pockets  of  the  wettest,  most  sunken  dirt.  While  this  was  not 
exactly  the  landscape  we  had  in  mind,  it  did  at  least  tell  us  that  our  soil  was 
not,  after  all,  hopeless  for  growing  things. 

We  set  to  work  weeding  and  destroying  our  unwanted  seedlings,  perched 
as  they  were  like  propellers  just  inches  from  the  ground.  I  then  spent  thei 
-^entire  winter  (or  here  in  Louisiana,  the  entire  non-summer)  diligently 
raking  the  front  dirt  every  week  to  prevent  the  replanting  of  those 
stubborn  acorns.  My  labor  seemed  absurd  to  me;  would  I  next 
be  mowing  the  dust?  The  proliferating  pin-oak  leaves  I  collected, 
though,  served  to  insulate  the  eleven  surviving  azaleas  from  the 
cooler  weather,  and  they  thankfully  persisted  through  the  winter. 


The  unusual  mildness  of  the  non-summer  season  yielded  star- 
tling early  January  blooms  on  the  healthiest  of  ouf  azaleas.  Our 
unexpected  joy  was  (of  course)  cut  short,  though,  when  a  late 
freeze  sent  me  scurrying  around  the  darkened  yard  with  blankets  to 
cover  the  tender  new  growth  on  our  struggling  plants  from  the  frost. 
I  waited,  almost  without  breathing,  to  see  if  the  fresh  green  shoots 
would  be  able  to  weather  the  bitter  weather.  I  fought  despair;  I 
threw  up  my  hands;  would  someone  please  have  mercy  on  our 
luckless  little  landscape? 


Someone  did,  and  all  the  azaleas 
they  lost  their  blooms  early.  Perha 
this  gentle  blessing,  or  maybe  it  wa 
of  dirt-grooming,  leaf-raking  and  az 
season  came  upon  us  again  I  began  to 
Jack's  plan  for  the  dirt-why  not  jus 
books,  and  learned  about  what  kinds 
envisioned  a  fluffy  green  pelt  on  our 
grew  as  I  began  to  believe  the  end  I 
How  hard  could  it  be?  I  thought.  Sp 
water  (we  always  have  enough  of  that 


survived  the  cold  snap,  though 
ps  it  was  my  thankfulness  for 
s  the  meditative  toil  of  months 
alea-coddling,  but  as  planting 

see  the  simple  beauty  of 
t  plant  grass?  I  bought  some 
of  grasses  might  grow  for  us. 

ugly  dirt,  and  my  anticipation 

so  desired  was  well  in  sight, 
rinkle  some  seed,  add  a  little 
and-voila-grass! 


Jack    was   as   enthusiastic   as    I   for   a   quick   end   to   our   long   suffering,    and 
so  we   set  out  to  make  a  lawn.      Off  to  the  garden  center  for  some  grass  seed 
blended  for  shade,    a  few  new  hoses  and   sprinklers,    some   lawn  fertilizer  and 
peat  moss  mulch-oh,    better  get   a  seed   spreader  too-and  maybe  a  little  dirt, 
just  to  help  bring  the  yard  up  to  sidewalk  level,  fix  the  drainage  problem.     A 
little  dirt?     Right.     Did  I  mention  that  dirt  by  the  bag  is  really  expensive, 
and  that  you  need  kind  of  a  lot  to  raise  the  level  of  a  whole  yard?    Well,  Jack  and 
I  mentioned  it  to  each  other,   and  we  casually  agreed  that  a  truckload  of  dirt  was 
a  more  economic  option  for  us  than  bagged  dirt.     We  made  a  quick  call  to  a  land- 
scaper,  who  promised  to  drop  off,   oh,   say,   nine  cubic  yards  of  dirt  the  next  day. 
It   turned   out   that   nine   cubic   yards   was   a   bit   more   dirt   than   we   had   thought. 
As    I    watched    an    entire    dumptruck    full    of    earth    slide    in    an   Alpine    avalanche 
onto-oh   God-our   neighbor's  driveway,    I   felt   my  chest   squeezing   under  the   pres- 
sure,    just    as    if    the    dirt    had    landed    on    me    instead.        Jack    and    I    looked 
at    each    other.       Our    one    shovel    and    garden    rake    suddenly    looked    very    puny.1 
The  details  of  the  dirt-spreading  are 
nearly  too  painful  for  me  to  speak  of.  Couple 
an  almost  fatal  sense  of  futility  and  a  suf- 
focating fear  of  a  possibly  very  irate  neighbor 
to  crippling  body  aches  and  a  terrible  sunburn, 
and  you  may  get  a  dim  imagining  of  what  I 
and  (to  be  honest)  mostly  my  husband  went 
through  that  day.  To  add  one  more  tortun 
to  the  multitude  we  already  had  suffered,  the 


never  to  diminish)  turned  out  to  be  poison  ivy 
roots.  Yes,  you  can  get  it  from  the  roots. 

Well,  to  gloss  over  the  details  of  a  long 

and  miserable  story,  the  dirt  was  finally 

spread  after  two  days.  We  used  it  all.  And, 

glory  of  glories,  our  front  dirt  was  no  longer 

a  sinkhole!  The  glow  we  carried  from  the 

welcome  sight  of  our  dirt  sitting  high  and 
proud  in  the  yard  was  enough  to  make  the 
drudgery  of  the  actual  planting  fly  by:  roll 

the  dirt  flat  and  level  with  a  drum  roller 


vreiiieu/,  bureau  me  beeu,  rdi\e  u  aw  in,  run 

again  to  press  it  tight,  cover  with  a  quarter 
inch  of  peat  moss  to  hold  it  down.  Then  ' 
water  twice  a  day  for  three  weeks,  and 
before  long  the  grass  would  be  growing! 
We  vibrated  with  anticioation-we  were  i 


Then  it  rained.  I  We  were  happy  for  the  water 
at  first.    As  it  continued,  I  began  to  fear  that  our 
seeds  would  wash  away.    Jack  blithely  dismissed 
my  worry;  he  had  strong  faith  in  our  peat  moss 
mulch.  But  by  the  next  morning,  when  the  water 
was  standing  in  puddles  on  our  new  dirt,  and  the 
peat  moss  was  floating  in  patches  over  it,  he 
began  to  share  my  concern.    When  the  rain 
finally  stopped,  and  we  had  finished  cursing 
our  fate  and  the  gods  of  gardening  and  anyone 
else  we  could  think  of  to  blame  for  this, 
Jack  bravely  donned  his  coat  and  ventured 
out  with  handfuls  of  grass  seed  to  repair  the 
damage  as  best  he  could.    I  watched  him 
from  the  window,  silently  sprinkling  and  patting 
and  mulching,  nurturing  this  foul  and  frustrat- 
irg  ground  that  had  thwarted  us  and  so  denied 
our  efforts,  this  ground  that  I  had  so  loved  and 
nurtured  too.   How  could  those  seeds  not  grow? 
How  dare  they  not  grow?  They  just  had  to  grow. 
And  ten  days  of  faithful  watering  later,  they  did. 
The  first  faint  and  flossy  threads  wound  their  way 
up  through  the  mulch,  so  hesitant  that  I  wasn't  sure  I 
could  trust  my  eyes,  even  kneeling  as  I  was  with  my 
face  only  inches  from  the  soil.   I  stayed  there  many 
minutes,  smelling  the  wet  peat,  feeling  the  pungency  of 
life  bursting  secretly  forth,  giving  silent  thanks  to  the  dirt. 


)) 


The  front  dirt  is  no  more.  Our  grass  is  careening 

headlong  toward  its  first  mowing  and,  though  a  little 

patchy  still,  looks  as  plush  and  silky  as  any  rabbit's 

fur.   When  it  rains,  the  grass  drinks  up  the  water  of  the 

would-be  puddles,  and  I  sit  on  my  porch  unbothered  by  the 

mosquitoes,  who  are  breeding  somewhere  else.  The  fire-ants 

have  yet  to  figure  out  how  to  burrow  through  the  thick  thatch 

of  the  new  turf,  and  though  I  know  they  will  eventually  return, 

for  now  the  yard  is  free  of  their  mounds.   The  azaleas,  too,  are 

flourishing  in  the  constant  mild  moisture  the  lawn  (ah!  the  lawn!) 

encourages;  they  seem  to  expand  exponentially  by  the  day.  Jack  and 

I  sit  on  the  porch  and  admire  our  gentle  new  landscape.  I  ask  him  does 

he  miss  the  front  dirt?   He  chokes  on  his  drink;  are  you  kidding  me? 

his  laughter  seems  to  say.   I  laugh,  too.   I  don't  miss  it,  either,  because 

I  know  it's  not  gone.    It's  still  there,  hidden  under  the  grass,  nourishing 

and  supporting  where  we  can't  see  it.  Much  as  we  hated  that  dirt,  without 

it  nothing  would  grow  not  the  grass,  or  the  azaleas,  or  anything  else  we 

might  decide  to  plant  (much,  much  later).  For  now,  I  feel  blessed  to  relax  on 

the  porch  in  the  presence  of  living  growing  things,  and  just  watch  it  all  unfold. 
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Marcie  Kimbal 


What  is  this  stuff? 

Binding,  tying,  pulling  in  tight. 
Holding,  securing,  with  all  of  its  might. 
Bonding,  adhesive,  permanent  glue. 
Cement,  epoxy,  part  one  and  part  two. 

Welding  completely,  affixing,  retaining. 
Gripping,  hugging,  firmly  containing. 
Gum  like  attachment,  connecting  like  paste. 
Plenty  for  all,  yet  nothing  to  waste. 

What  is  this  mysterious,  magical  mastic? 

This  sticky-type  substance  with  strength  so  fantastic. 

Grasping,  long  holding  and  fits  like  a  glove. 

The  compound  is  simple;  this  stuff  is  called  love. 

Steve  Dugger 


January  24,  1985 

There  you  lay  in  a  cold  box  of  gray, 

Little  wrinkles  and  signs  of  fray. 

Oh  on  that  fatal  day, 

As  I  watched  you  walk  away, 

Off  to  the  hospital  they  took  you 

While  I  stayed  and  watched  Scooby  Doo. 

Your  last  hours  spent  in  pain, 

Oh  how  you  laid  on  that  table  with  strain. 

Only  now  for  me  to  be  standing  here, 

Knowing  of  your  love  so  sincere. 

Holding  in  all  my  fears, 

Trying  not  to  release  my  tears. 

You  went  to  heaven  that  day, 

It  had  to  be  God's  way. 

But  I  will  always  remember  the  things  you  say, 

Because  there  you  lay  in  a  cold  box  of  gray. 

Cecil  R.  Sprague  III 


B^ausethereyoulayina 


Spaghetti  Dinner 


In  your  homemade  Spaghetti 

Lucifer  snakes  mate  and 

give  birth  in  my  stomach. 

After  dinner,  tomato  paste 

dries  on  blue  flowered  plates  while 

my  tongue  dances  primitive  with 

the  Daddy  serpent  until  at  last 

my  white  belly  is  tainted 

with  globs  of  clear  poison. 

This  makes  me  want  to  open  your 

bottom  drawer  and  taste  blue 

from  the  bottle  that  is  never 

empty  or  full      enough. 

Damn  you  for  giving  me  what 

I  cannot  help  but  want  and 

for  giving  it  with  a  smile. 

Night  drops  and  I  listen  to  my  body 

rot  as  we  lie  in  your 

black  rectanglar  bedroom. 

I  fondle  your  corpse  in  silence. 

hathor  reeves 


apologies 

apologies  break  the  silence 

of  a  million  tear  stained  souls 

where  all  lost  freedoms  roam 

all  but  no  one  knows 

happiness  dangles  off  the  bleak  of  oblivion 

where  i  have  already  fallen 

reven  enola 


Anti-Americanism 

When  all  is  said  and  done 
And  the  wars  are  won  or  lost 
I  hope  everyone  is  satisfied 
With  the  lives  that  were  lost. 
The  country  torn  to  pieces 
Our  enemies  torn  asunder 
The  men  that  never  came  home 
The  widows  of  those  men 
Their  children  left  alone 
I  hate  you,  Mr.  President, 
For  the  father  that  I  lost 
I  hate  you  USA 
For  that  horrible,  terrible  cost 
I  hope  you're  fucking  satisfied 
With  the  life  you  made  me  lead 
I  hate  you  fucking  Pentagon 
I  hate  your  fucking  greed 
So,  fuck  you,  Mr.  President, 
And  fuck  our  country's  need 
What  about  my  need? 
The  need  to  have  a  father 
The  need  to  be  a  family 
Mother,  son,  sister  and  father. 

Huey  Daigle 


ode  to  the  church 
(not  really  me) 

let's  burn  them  at  the  stake 

for  thinking  what  they  do 

david  killed  a  giant 

hitler  killed  a  jew 

let's  build  a  mighty  bomb 

that  flies  across  the  shore 

jackson  said  he's  angry 

jimmy  had  a  whore 

to  hell  with  all 

who  think  apart  from  me 

gather  your  gasoline  and  matches 

since  they  just  refuse  to  see 

Marvin 


-  ^ 


Words  Taste  Good 


Words  deserve  to  be 
raped  repeatedly. 

Each  letter  should  be 
spread  wide  like  unmarried 
Catholic  schoolgirl 
legs  upon  sheets  of 
slick,  pink  silk  so  thick 
meaning  can  be  thrust 
deep  inside  dead  words. 

This  is  the  foundation 
of  our  civilization. 

Steven  Cooper 


A  Moment  in  Time 


Peaceful  stillness 

interrupted 

by  passing  man. 

Leaves  fall  so  slow, 
Casually 
toward  soft  Earth. 

Their  fall  forms  a 
melodious, 
soundless  music. 

Gentle  spring  breeze 
pushes  the  day 
timidly  by. 

Steven  Cooper 
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In  a  Room 


In  a  room,    0,      . 
'  i  stand 


the  window  slowly  up.  A  crow  descends  and  sits  on  the  sill  trying  to  enter  before  my 
w  ndow  is  up.  The  window  is  up  and  the  crow  is  not  admitted.  The  storm  is  at  my 

light  shoot  won 
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hey,  how  has  Cincinnati  been  for  only  you,  and  how  is  the  new  job  you've  taken 


o     while  everyone's  been  worried  about  their  grades  or  their  lack  of  income  you 

■5  always 

>,  seemed  to  find  vacation  when  they  had  the  time 

a>  andj  know  your  folks  were  sad  and  worried  and  thovght  the  car  phone  would 

£  reassure 

them,  and  it  did  for  a  day 

for  all  the  while  miss  undecided  chased  bvtterflies  with  procrastination  kept 

thjnkjng  the 
/     whole  time  that  i've  got  to 

^.  £  make  this  make  me  happy 

and  I  wonder  what  you'd  say  would  youwonder  what  i'd  do  find      oyt 

m     '•  so  I  had  to  find  out  ■ ,ciU 

'fyou'daskmehowlfeel  i'd  keep  it      to       myself 

but  I'm  not  giving  up  on  you  I'm  giving  in 

part  of  me  is  anarv  that  we  haven't  had  the  time  to  talk 

™,«  HiH„'+  „«♦ 1„  oj?P°4ta'™?  things  that  made  you  who  you  are 

we  didn  t  get  to  share  the  winter  time  or  the  way  it  makes  rne  feel 

and  wonder  if  you  d  shiver  with  your  cigarette  when  i  roll  the  windows 

down 
and  wind  is  pulling  each  breath  from  your  body,  i  always  find  your  ashes 

n«  i  notice  from  the  letters  that  your  handwriting 
difference  disappears  as  1  notice  rrom  me  ^^  changed 

,  never  quite  felt  reassured  though  six  years  made  faster  to 

So  warm  mmi^fflH^^ 

on  occasion 

fruoyjtm     m 


.  „  around 
V.os»n9  taT 


TV^ese  are 

OanaJo^ert 


I  Wonder 

Could  you  heal  all  uncertainty 

If  you  knew  what  penetrated  my  heart? 

Would  you  gather  all  my  dreams 

Sifting  through  them,  molding  some  into  reality? 

You  seem  to  grasp  the  veritable  me, 

So  do  you  completely  understand? 

I  am  intricate. 

Have  you  pieced  together  my  very  essence? 

What  do  you  muse  upon 

When  you  gaze  at  me  with  crystal  eyes? 

The  silence  is  unfeigned. 

How  do  you  encase  me  so  well? 

I  Wonder. 

jody  weierholt 


Matthew  Daniel  Barton 

You  are  a  forest 

And  I  am  a  wanderer  in  that  forest 

Lost  among  ancient  trees  and  thorny  bushes 

Feet  wet  often  in  hidden  puddles 

Nostrils  filled  with  strands  of  cozy  scents 

«tXb,,heteau*M^r 

Under  my  feet,  above  my  head, 
AH  my  l,fe,  and  even  after  I'm  dead. 

'  am  lost  in  you 

And  hiding  from  my  rescuers. 

Matthew  Barton 


Sifting  Through  Sa 


Sold  to  reason 
Find  this  place 
A  darkened  wonderland 
In  space 

Fall  to  every  star  in  here 

The  air  is  thin 

And  getting  clear 

A  broken  feature 

Of  less  than  it  appears 


Leslie  Westbrook 


It  was  one  of  those  instances  in  your  life  that  you  never 
forget,  that  change  the  way  you  look  at  the  world.   I  knew 
it  would  happen,  it  was  unavoidable.  I  could  see  it  in  the 
air,  and  hear  it  in  the  voice.  No  matter  what  reasons,  it 
happened,  and I  „ , ,  f0jrever_ 

1  called  Jena  on  the  phone,  1  couldnt  tell  ir  shft-was  happy  to  hear  from  me 
or  not.   I  never  could  tell  and  that  always  bothered  me.   Oh,  she  always  attempted 
to  sound  excited,  but  I  could  tell.  A  bittersweet  exhale  of  breath.  A  misplaced  sigh. 
You  can  tell  when  someone  you  care  about  is  upset,  and  that's  what  I  got  from  her  quite  often.  I  tell 
her  that  I'm  glad  to  hear  from  her  and  she  said  the  same,  with  an  added  sigh.  I  tell  her  that  it's  such  a 
beautiful  day  and  we  shoul^  go  for  a  leisurely  Sunday  drive,  never  mind  that  it's  Tuesday. 


I  turn  down  the  cloth-top  on  my  old  Cadillac  and  went  to  pick  her 
up.  There  is  no  creature  on  this  earth  that  looked  even  remotely  as  beautiful  as  she 
when  she  descended  the  staircase  from  her  second  story  apartment  to  meet  me  waiting  below.  Tall  and 
slender,  she  had  the  look  of  a  celestial  savior.  That  might  be  one  of  the  reasons  I  loved  her  so  much;  I 
was  hoping  that  she  could  save  me,  carry  me  away,  high  into  the  heavens,  away  from  everything  I  know 
and  despise  about  my  life.  I  adored  her,  I  truly  did. 

She  smiled  at  me  as  she  entered  my  car.  My  heart,  which  is  usually  cemented,  melted  like 
an  ice  cube  in  June.  Never  in  my  life  have  I  felt  quite  so  great  about  myself  than  when  my  body 
was  next  to  hers.  I  felt  like  a  brick  wall,  which  nothing  on  heaven  or  earth  could  tear  down.   I  felt 
invincible.  The  essence  of  perfection. 

We  LOlC  down  the  country  roads,  kicking  up 
dust  and  gravel  with  abandon,  the  road  so  open  ahead 
of  us.   Inviting  me  to  floor  my  ride  and  let  the  vehicle 
fly.  It  just  felt  too  right  not  to  do  so.  Off  we  go,  into 
the  sunset. 

We  had  been  driving  for  not  too  long,  but  long  enough  to  notice  when  I  first  saw  what 
was  ahead.  The  sky  began  to  darken,  and  the  wind  got  stronger.  I  was  forced  to  slow  down,  to 
maintain  control,  but  soon  it  became  a  worthless  gesture.   Looming  ahead,  I  could  see  the  force  of 
nature  fighting  against,  funneling  recklessly  across  the  landscape.   I  tried  to  outrun  it,  but  it  did  no 
good;  it  was  unavoidable.   No  matter  what  I  could  do,  the  looming  destruction  grew  closer  and  closer, 
falling  upon  us  with  no  hope  of  escape. 

The  next  thing  I  remember,  I  was  spinning,  falling  uncontrollably,  unable  to  determine  any 
sense  of  direction,  any  course  of  action. 

Of  course,  Jena  was  there,  too.   I  saw  her  once  every  rotation  during  my  uncontrollable 
spinning,  making  my  head  lose  balance  within  itself,  not  helping  the  motion  sickness  that  was  setting 
in.   Her  face,  an  image  through  the  mist,  but  only  in  fleeting  instances. 

Soon,  I  began  to  notice  that  she  was  within  the  mist  as  well,  falling,  spinning  uncontrollably. 
I  noticed  this  and  I  began  to  be  saddened,  and  my  hope  began  to  fall,  spinning  and  descending  faster 
than  I  was.  I  saw  it  dropping  below  me.   I  realized  now  that  she  could  not  save  me,  for  she  was  trapped 
within  the  storm,  unable  to  find  any  footing,  unable  to  save  herself.  Just  like  me. 

I  began  to  be  afraid,  I  looked  into  the  eye  of  the  storm,  and  I  saw  nothing.   No  calm,  just 
more  spinning,  more  uncontrollable  chaos.   I  saw  houses  being  ripped  from  their  foundations.  Cars, 
tumbling  like  a  wad  of  tissue. 


s 


Jena  flew  by  me  again,  and  I  reached  for  her.  Our  hands  came 

forward,  and  they  brushed  each  other.   I  held  hold  and  we  struggled 

together  against  the  fleeting  storm  for  a  fleeting  moment,  but  we  were 

not  strong  enough  against  the  wind  fighting  against  us.  The  violence 

surrounding  us  sliced  our  spliced  hands,  forever  severing  the  connections, 

and,  as  like-poles  of  two  magnets,  our  bodies  repelled  one  another  until 

all  I  saw  of  her  was  a  black  speck  in  the  distance.  And  then,  there  was 

nothing. 

Terror  filled  my  lungs,  and  I  was  unable  to  talk  for  quite  some  time.   I  felt  helpless  and  alone. 

Frightened.  Strength  was  a  useless  gesture  now,  for  how  could  one  be  brave  and  strong  in  the  face  of, 

as  well  as  being  engulfed  by,  these  uncomfortable  forces. 

For  hours  I  spent  tumbling  through  the  tumultuous  gusts.   I  was  carried  far  away  from  my 

home,  far  from  my  friends,  distanced  from  anyone  I  knew,  anyone  who  cared  about  me.  Eventually 

I  approached  the  ground.  Landing  shoulder  first,  I  rolled  to  the  ground  with  a  harsh  thud.  I  felt 

beaten,  destroyed,  tackled.  I  was  in  a  desert,  and  yellow  and  rock  was  all  that  could  be  seen.  Lost,  with 

nowhere  to  go,  with  not  even  an  idea  of  where  to  start. 

I  found  myself  hating  the  world, 

more  so  than  before.  Before,  the  world  wasSlothing,  no  order,  no 
sense.  Nothing  could  be  understood  and  that  felt  somewhat  comfort- 
able. Now,  my  outlook  was  completely  different.  I  saw  the  world  as 
a  spiteful  place,  content  to  crush  my  dreams  of  happiness.  I  became 
bitter,  cursing  as  loud  as  I  could,  condemning  God  and  anything  that 
could  listen  for  my  agony.  I  hated  everything,  everyone.  I  was  glad 
I  was  in  the  desert,  the  desolate  place  where  no  thing  could  exist. 
For  here,  there  is  nothing  to  destroy  me,  other  than  myself.  Here 
there  are  no  tornadoes  to  whisk  away  my  dreams.  Maybe  there's  no 
Y   J  •  P .    Smi  th  happiness,  no  contentment,  but  there  was  also  no  pain,  no  sufferings 

except  those  that  I  could  control  in  my  mind.  At  the  least,  now  I 
found  that  having  nothing  was  better  than  having  something  and  not 

knowing  what  it  is. 

So  I  began  to  walk  after  a  time,  and  I  traveled  for  a  very  long 

distance.  I  found  nothing  that  held  my  interest,  which  was  good,  I 

thought,  for  my  new  ideology  wouldn't  allow  for  anything  to  captivate 

me,  for  anything  that  could  touch  me  could  also  harm  me,  and  that 

was  something  I  couldn't  bear.  Barren  desert  as  far  as  the  eye  could 

see.  Occasionally,  however,  I  would  spot  a  gila  monster  baking  itself 

belly-up  in  the  hot  sun.  I  looked  at  the  lizard  and  saw  myself  in  its 

grotesque  appearance,  for  I  too  was  cooking  with  my  stomach  to  the 

air.  Doing  nothing  more  than  lying  on  the  rocks,  waiting  for  the 

sun  to  burn  me  up.  I  found  that  I  liked  the  gila  monsters.  Simple, 

ignorant  beasts.  The  blissful  ones.  Not  condemned  to  rationalize. 

Not  tortured  with  doubt  and  uncertainty.  Not  damned  with  intellect, 

and  a  complicated  communication  system  with  which  to  use  it. 

For  days  I  trekked  across  the  dunes,  not  searching  necessar- 
ily, just  traveling.  I  decide  that  attempting  to  find  something  out 
here  is  quite  useless,  things  must  find  you,  like  the  gila  monsters.  It's 
pointless  to  try  and  search  out  anything  in  this  wasteland,  for  there  is 
very  little  life,  and  much,  much  sand.  I  did  not  come  across  anything 
for  a  long  time,  and  depression  began  to  sink  in  not  so  very  slowly. 
What  if  I  am  the  only  one?  What  if  there  is  no  other  being  here? 
Am  I  doomed  to  walk  these  sands  alone  until  I  am  nothing  more 
than  a  carcass,  deteriorating  in  the  fiery  sun?  Who  knows.  More 
importantly  who  cares?  I  will  continue  to  walk  across  this  desert, 
and  maybe  I'll  stumble  upon  something.  Maybe  I  won't.  But,  at  the 
very  least,  I'll  never  be  able  to  say  that  I  gave  up,  that  I  lost  hope. 

At  least  I'm  walking. 


Cat  Howls  flooded  out  by  a  Box  Train  Romance 

Box  tralfl  syllables 
have  cut  through  our  nights 
with  their  railroad  trembling  and  grumbling 
much  like  you  and  I  have  done 
with  our  railroad  promises 

echoing  Loud  and  Hollow 
to  drag  us  through  those  empty  nights 
of  industrial  strength... 
much  like  my  Leo  grunts 
pulled  right  out  of  my  chest 
by  your  magnet  heart, 

much  like  your  eye  in  mine 
and  your  words  falling  out  of  my  mouth. 
Baby,  this  is  more  than  I  care  to  handle! 

The  box-car  trembled 
down  our  hollow  romance 
and  I  am  no  longer  grumbling  about  our  love. 
You  kept  moving  right  on  down  the  line 
until,  finally,  I  was  no  longer  at  your  side 
but  stood  all  alone  in  a  train  station  and 
watched  you  in  box-car  coach 
talking  to  your  dirty  pillow 
and  trying  to  seduce  sleep 
with  your  leather  boot  integrity — 
Look!  You've  gotten  nowhere 

but  away  from  me. 
Listen,  even  the  blue  jay 
that  once  belted  us  country  tunes  from  our  white  picket  fence 
now  sits 

on  somebody  else's  fence  and  chirps  techno. 
We  simply  moved  passed  one  other 
like  these  new  days  slide  past  me  in  blue 
conversations  of  dissonance. 

Sweetheart,  do  you  remember  march's  harmony... 
the  way  our  stomachs  kissed  happy 
when  we  lay  in  Grandaddy's  COW    pasture? 
We  should  have  reached  out,  grabbed  the  ground 
and  buried  our  love  like  it  was  a  pirate's  treasure. 

Instead,  our  railroad  promises 

rose  with  the  evening  then  fell  like  dust 

on  the  railroad    crossing    sign. 

sabrina  key 


skipping  class 

blue  trees  and  green  skies 

all  stopped  to  hear 

the  raven  falling  in  her  flight. 

woman  put  down  that  knife- 

shakespeare  died  centuries  ago... 

come,  sit  in  the  wet  grass  and  listen. 

hathor  reeves 


i 


Refills:  2  Times 

You  live  in  a  world  of  prescribed  emotions. 
Can't  you  even  hurt  by  yourself? 
Listen  for  valium  rattling 

in  glimpses  of  violet  babies  or  the  bookshelf  quiet. 
The  blue  always  follows  these  and  you  will  see- 
it  will  be  as  complete  as  the  salt  waves  crashing 
hollow  in  your  mind.  Loose  the  bottle  and  your 
forgotten  memories  will  begin  drifting  onto  the  sidewalks 
and  it  will  be  in  the  passing  of  suffering  strangers 
that  you  find  the  bottle  that  never  empties.  .  . 
but  you  are  lost  in  your  search  of  the  orange; 
lost  and  lunatic  looking. 
Tell  me,  how  will  you  live  when  the  rattling  stops? 


hathor  reeves 
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bite  hard  through  cast  iron  bars 

and  step  inside  her  Y  e  1  1  <>  w  prison 
where  sunshine  sh  immers 
in  raindrops  of 
early  morning  tears  .  .  . 

something  like  dawn's  last 
famMnp  star  dropping  down 
to   pull  (s /     , 

the  girl-ribbon  away  from  her 
straight-jacket  silence 
and  then  th  e    pr  obing 

th  e    cutting     thee    r   ^   m 


n   s 


■K 


it's  all  been  intentional! 

Her  words  smile  periods  and 
anthologies  exhale  shut; 

Like  black  cats  She  decides 

for  the  smooth. 

The  grand  piano  sees  all 
and  tickles  music- 
from  her  mantle  she  hears  the 

m°onlight       sonata, 

Laughter  breaks  out  of  her  belly 
and  finally  her  body  is  f  r  e  e 
from  the  gallons  of  0  positvebl^d. 
An  emergency  phone  call  brings  the 
polyester  men  who  sweat   pig    blue 
until  it  is  time,  once  oaaut,  for  their  subway  lunch 

Stupid  mustaches  could  never  understand 

^SwafrttX  whole 

lucifer's  paper  lover 

and  managed  to  keep  her  down 

lor    all    these    yea    rs 


sabrina  key 
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Dream 

The  perfect  world,  no  war  and  hate, 
A  childish  fantasy, 
Long  forgotten, 
Once  more  set  free, 


To  save  us  all, 
Technology, 
Feeding  the  hungry, 
Bringing  peace, 

Now  I  pry  myself  from  dreamy  rest, 
Waking  from  this  perfect  world, 
I  discover  the  truth  with  sleep-filled  eyes 
And  see  us  near  the  last  tree  felled, 


Gaseous  fumes  choking  life, 
Guilty  smoke  so  gray, 
The  death  of  Earth  I  see  so  clear, 
Our  soul  for  sins  we  pay, 

Seeing  now  the  poisoned  earth, 
With  a  sigh  I  leave  the  ground, 
Sailing  on  to  distant  skies, 
I  fall  once  more  to  a  tired  slouch, 


I  close  my  eyes  and  fall  to  sleep, 

In  hopes  of  dreaming  my  favorite  dream 

A  dream  of  forests  green  and  fair, 

A  dream  so  perfect,  a  world  that's  clean 

Shane  Erath 


Helium 

Somebody  stop  me 

from  jumping  over  the  moon, 

When  tomorrow  sings  of  yesterday 

in  sugary  notes  of  golden  tear  drops 

that  cascade  over  and  about  and  back  again, 

Moaning  off  the  rocky  surface 

and  bouncing  into  honey's  touch 

That  caress  my  tongue, 

And  kiss  my  eyelids, 

As  I  swim  to  embrace  the  mellow  stars 

and  sing  of  the  cold's  subduing  touch. 

You  should  be  happy  that  I'm  happy 

for  my  bungee  cord  is  short, 

and  quickly  wearing  thin. 

But  for  now  I  can  leap  and 

Jump  and  fly  from  my  own  moon, 

Again  and  again,  tomorrow  and  now, 

Until  I  fall  hard  from  the 

memory  that  fades, 

too  soon,  too  fast,  too  far  away. 


Lydia  Griffith 


paper  &  ink 

spilling 
sweat 
beans 
guts 

baring 
secrets  &  soul 

trying  to  find  my 

face 

among  pseudo-Salingers 

trying  to  hear  my 

voice 

from  outer-space 

hunched  over 
paper  &  ink 
lost  in  orbit 
I  heard  the 
whisper  of  a  scream 
saying 

even  the  deaf  can  hear  you 
even  the  blind  can  feel  you 
so  don't  bare  too  much 

Robby  Sexton 


B:  Hey.  Music's  stopped. 

A:  Yup. 

B:  And? 

A:  And  what? 

B:  Does  there  need  to  be  more  music? 

A:  I  don't  know.  Do  you  want  to  hear  more  music? 

B:  Don't  you? 

A:  I  don't  know. 
>%  B:  Whatever. 

c  A:  So  what  do  you  want? 

B:  It  doesn't  matter  to  me. 
0  A:  Cool.  (Pause) 

I—  B:  Would  you  like  to  pick  the  next  CD  and  hear  more  music? 

A:  I'd  like  to  hear  more  music  but  not  that  much. 

B:  Well,  fetch  me  the  CD's  and  I'll  Pick  one.  You're  impossible. 
—m  A:  I  know. 

™  B:  I  hate  you. 

A:  I  know. 
O  B:  I  don't  think  you  do. 

A:  What? 
™  B:  What? 

-^  A:  What  does  that  mean? 

B:  What? 
#pj  A:  What  you  just  said. 

*w  B:  Oh,  that?  Nothing.  Just  talking  shit. 

(Silence) 

A:  What  are  you  doing? 

B:  As  if  that  matters. 

A:  No,  seriously  what  are  you  doing? 

B:  This.  Sitting  here.  Picking  a  CD. 

A:  You  know  what  I  mean. 
^  B:  I  don't  know  what  you  mean 

^  A:  Ok...  What  are  your  intentions? 

B:  As  far  as  what  is  concerned? 
C  A:  You  don't  have  to  play  stupid,  you  know. 

B:  What? 
Q  A:  We  are  alone.  You  don't  have  to  fool  anyone. 

B:  What  are  you  talking  about? 

OA:  Do  I  have  to  spell  it  out  for  you?  We  are  alone  right  now. 
B:  Yes  we  are,  and  I  think  you  are  kind  of  acting  strangely  right  now. 
A:  Ok.  This  must  be  part  of  the  thing.  Are  you  telling  me  that  you  don't 
recognize  these  situations  as  I  don't  know,  what,  tense? 
_.  B:  What  do  you  mean  tense? 

Here. 

Ok. . .  then  how  do  you  mean  tense? 

As  in  a  more  than  friends  kind  of  tense. 

You  mean  sex? 

Jesus! 

What? 

Are  we  playing  games? 

I  hate  games. 

I  didn't  ask  you  if  you  hated  them,  "Bobby,  are  you  going  to  school? 
hate  school!" 

Whatever. 

What  do  you  want  from  me? 

I  don't  need  anything  from  you.  Beatles  ok  with  you? 

Urn.  Yeah  sure. 

Ok.  (Gets  up  to  put  on  song,  DON'T  LET  ME  DOWN) 

You  still  haven't  answered  my  question. 


|      (0 

A: 
B: 
A: 

1      o 

B: 
A: 

■  am 

B: 
A: 

+*o 

B: 

°: 

A: 
"1 
B: 

OJco 

A: 
B: 

h-m 

A: 
B: 

A: 

What  question  was  that? 

What  do  you  want  from  me? 

I  told  you. 

No.  You  said  you  don't  need  anything  from  me. 

Yeah,  and? 

Wanting  is  different. 

So? 

So  what  do  you  want  from  me? 

You  don't  need  to  be  any  more  to  me  than  you  already  are. 

Ok.  Fine.  Tell  me  this  then,  are  you  going  to  make  a  decision? 

Uh... 

Or  am  I  going  to  have  to? 

I  don't  make  decisions  unless  they  are  absolutely  necessary. 

Then  get  ready,  (pause)  (casual  as  the  fuck)  I  like  the  hell  out  of 
you.  I  want  you,  but  I  don't  like  to  make  moves  unless  I  get  clear  signals. 
I  am  going  out  of  my  mind  trying  to  interpret  the  signals  you  send.  It 
appears  you  like  me  or  want  me  or  just  assume  I'm  your  partner,  depending  on 
the  weather.    Or  maybe,  Fuck,  I  don't  know.  With  the  way  this  conversation 
is  going  maybe  you  really  are  just  a  good  friend  who  likes  to  spend  all  of 
your  time  with  me  and  I  am  reading  way  too  much  into  my  own  delusions. 
(Pause)  What  would  you  do  if  I  kissed  you  right  now? 
B:  Uh...  I  don't  know. 

A:  Still  no  decision!  That's  fucking  impressive. 

B:  What?  Excuse  me  but  this  is  a  pretty  good-sized  piece  of  information  to 
process  all  at  once. 


What  are  you  saying? 

Just  give  me  a  second  to  process  ok. 

You  mean  to  say  you  see  no  tension  in  our  situation? 

No.  I  mean  to  say  you  took  the  obvious  underlying  tension  and  said  it 


the  fuck  out  loud. 
A:  And? 

B:  Well,  this  changes  all  kinds  of  shit. 
.A:  Uke... 

B:  Before  two  seconds  ago,  we  were  living  in  a  world  of  pleasant 
uncertainty. 

A:  Before  two  seconds  ago,  we  were  living  a  deception. 
B:  I  liked  the  deception!  The  deception  was  a  comfortable  place. 
A:  For  you. 
B:  For  both  of  us. 

A:  No,  for  you.  And  not  even  for  you. 
B:  Just  hold  on. 
A:  Just  say  yes  or  no. 
B:  I  haven't  ruled  anything  oiA,  yet. 
&:   So  that's  it?  You've  decided  not  to  decide? 
B:  No.  I  need  to  think  a  bit  more  before. . .  I  don't  know. 
A:  All  right.  That's  cool.  I  understand,  sort  of.  (Gets  up  to  leave) 
B:  Where  are  you  going? 
A:  Home. 

B:  Why?  What  are  you  going  to  do  over  there? 
A:  I'm  gonna  let  you  think. 
B:  You  don't  have  to  leave  because  of  this. 
A:  (pause)  Yes  I  do.  I  have  to  leave  exactly  because  of  this. 
B;  All  right.  Whatever.    . 
A:  Well,  later  then. 

B:  Hold  on...  (She  stands)  urn...  (They  hug)  Call  me? 
A:  I'm  sure  we'll  see  each  other  soon. 
B:  Bye. 
A:  Later  on.  (Exits) 
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Infinite  Wail 


What  is  your  soul  worth? 

Two  torn  deaths  and  one  impossible  life? 

You  wail  on  the  unfairness  of  it  all, 

Aren't  all  endings  sad. 

A  collage  of  blood  and  tears 

Swirl  together  and  bounce  away, 

Oil  and  water  frantically  shook  into  a  foamy  mess 

Claws  that  can't  grip  feel  desperately 

For  a  twig  to  cling  to. 

Unaided  we  are  flung,  screaming, 

into  the  mellow  darkness. 

We  rage  against  the  nothingness, 

Demanding  humanity's  last  chance, 

We  cry  for  our  bodies  that  touch  but  never  feel, 

that  listen  but  never  hear, 

that  look  but  never  see, 

that  experience  but  never  remember, 

and  that  live  but  never  truly  love; 

Begging  just  one  more  chance, 

one  more  moment,  one  more; 

As  the  taste  slowly  dies  from  our  lips 

And  you  wail  of  the  unfairness  of  it  all. 

For  aren't  all  endings  sad... 


Lydia  Griffith 


Making  rt  gray  <* 
So  ignore  my  sen»b 

Xen  her  heart  is  on^ed.ngherWe 
^thecarnWalo^^spoKentorne 

Erase  ad  the  words  you  ^^  my 

Because  1 9«  I  ,„g  no«.  so 

^annoe""8"0""  nMre„ 

That  never  gottog  ^ 
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$km  never    felt 

like    i   know      though 
expections,  are  often 
wrong-     oh   i    thought 

had,  thi^habit   kicked 
,o4   in   the   bag   &ouV>f 

aXtit/i*  f  ar   t)Ut    of    Sight 

and   out   of  miner 
don*  t.  things   happen    in 
the   Strangest    ways      like 
"a  *coliversation   about     # 
dtfrer  things  but   we  ^ 

j  u  sf?  &  e  e,p   talking 

wait/irig, 
for  theeolOing  or     he 
■uncomfortable  silence 
but    it    stays   away  oh 

stayaway  .  i»d   no    lives     \ 

were    lost   and  no    shots  \ 
Were   fired  or  at    least   not  \ 

[m    the   way   you  might   anticipate. 

■e^ectat?n5ns^anpeBo  unstylish, 


dP* 


WM 


iad  to  pith  a  ffbg 

WhatA:  I  had  to  Pith  a  frog? 

B:  You  had  to  what  a  frog? 


Ygs! 

Whire^ou^a^a^pite  and  shove  it  through  the  back  of  a       . 
fWhead  and  U?st,  I  dunno,  scramble  fne  hell  out  of  its  brains. 
B:         No  shit? 


Was 


t  c 


ool? 


A:  It  was  kinda  creepy,  really.  They'd  be  all  squiggling  and  you'd 

have  to  push  the  head  forward  and  they  were  hard  to  hold  on  to  and 
man... fuck. 
B:  And  you  did  this? 

B-  Do  you  mind  me  asking  why? 

D-  y  A:  Well,    the   scram- 

bling would   kill   its 
consciousness,    but  the 
lower  brain  functions 
would  still  be  active, 
so  its   heart  would 
keep  beating   but   it 
wouldn't  be,    you  know, 
squirmin' . 

B:  And  you  did  this? 

A-  Yeah 

"  B:  Maybe  I  don't  understand.  - — 

A:  We  did  it  so  we  could  see  the  blood  pumping 

when  we  cut  it  open. 


/ 


/ 


BA: 

B: 


Was  this  your  goal? 

To  cut  open  a  frog  and 
watch  its  blood 
pump. 


~i 


B: 
A: 


B: 


A: 


-¥— e- — fc— 


But  first  you  had  to  scramble  its  brains  so  it  wouldn't  squirm. 
You've  been  listening.  That's  good. 
And  you  had  to  do  this  because? 


B 


Oh.  Well, 
OH! 


for  biology  lab  we  were  dissecting  frogs  and, 


OH 


%mi 


A: 

B: 
A: 
B: 


A: 

B: 


What? 

Oh  My  FUCKING  GOD! 

What s  up? 

This  was  for  a  class? 

Of  course.  What  else? 
I  have  no  Idea.  I  was  picturing,  man, 
I  don't  know,  never  mind. 


A6: 


Don't  worry  about  it. 


What? 


B:     ^s 


C  dumb.'Nevermind 


"V  Blanco 


...two  kids 

un  harnessed  and  pure 

relax 

no  pressure,  just  this  moment 

I  think  I'm  falling  into  something  with  you 

let's  become  one... 

or  not. 

why  can't  we  fall  in  love? 

love! 

LOVE?! 

...take  me  away  from  this 

leave  all  inhibitions  aside 

i'm  not  a  wolf  and  you're  not  wearing  a  hood 

see  my  fingers,  no  knives 

just  gratification 

let's  be  attached  and  remember  this... 


but  do  remember 
nothing  serious  now. 

I'M  A  FILTHY  WRETCH! 
A  DIRTY  THIEF!!! 


...rocking  with  my  withered  skeleton 

your  skin,  so... 

take  me,  accept  me 

forget  the  sex,  if  we  can 

lets  be  kids 

aren't  we  already? 

SHOULD  CUT  THE  DAMN  THING  OFF 


...pleasure 

wake  up  together 

what  about  forever? 

will  there  always  be  a  part  of  us  with  each  other? 

shared  moments  in  this  delicate  framework 

fragile  time 

fleeting  time 

seems  like  only  yesterday  we  were  just  kids... 

is  your  self  esteem  low? 

am  I  taking  advantage  of  you? 

did  I  hurt  you? 

are  you  frightened? 

...don't  be  frightened 

tremor  easily 

relax 

i'll  never  forget  this 

way  we  touched 

pulsing 

with  each  heartbeat  of  mine  your  body  quivers 

so  beautiful... 

I'M  A  DIRTY  WRETCH 

A  FUCKING  WHORE,  but  not  you 

you're  still  a  kid. 


</> 

o 

Q. 
X 


i  cover  my  eyes  but  can  still  hear  them 
i  cover  my  ears  but  can  still  see 

small  hands  reaching  out  for  change 

begging  for  bread  to  bring  home  to  their  families; 

homes 

lined  up  in  the  gutters 

on  the  sewage  vents 

cardboard  boxes  between 

The  First  National  Bank  of  the  United  States  of  America 

and  the  local  porn  shop  downtown. 

decaying  icons  of  corporate  franchise, 

pillars  of  the  great  free  enterprise  that  paved  our  roads  and  fed...who? 

Wendy's  Old  Fashioned  Hamburgers 

a  glowing  sign  pelted  in  the  acid  rain 
casting  shadows  over  dingy  faces, 
covered  and  hidden  and  forgotten 
in  the  smog  blanket  of  industrial  callousness- 
billowing  poison  and  reeking  of  urine  mixed  with  cheap  vodka; 
surrendered  nostrils  and  broken  wills. 


i  can't  explain  this, 
but  I  still  listen... 


i  don't  believe  this. 


groaning  from  the  girl  in  the  back  seat  of  a  Lexus 

and  muted  yells  from  kids  wading  in  the  city  dumpster. 

echoes  of  faint  coughs  in  dirty  alleyways 

and  thirteen  year  old  prostituting  on  the  corner  of  First  and  Common. 

i  try  to  ignore  the  crime  in  front  of  me 
mirrored  sunglasses  to  hide  my  eyes  and  my  heart- 
drunken  old  men  in  uniforms 
pulling  sleeping  bags  over  sunken  eyes, 
dope  sellers  huddled  around  a  lit  trashcan 
and  grandmas  pushing  shopping  carts  down  the  street. 

my  hands  and  eyelids  are  not  enough 

eight-year  olds  in  tattered  dresses 
advertise  pretty  flowers  for  a  buck-fifty, 
bloated  bellies  full  of  malnutrition 
typhoid  babies  mother  can't  calm. 

RELENTLESSLY 

little  fingers  grope  for  rusty  handrails  outside  of  the  howling  building- 
dozens  of  cold  feet,  an  endless  line  of  bodies  standing,  waiting, 
toddlers  wrapped  in  caring  arms,  pulled  tighter  to  shush, 
so  hungry  it  hurts. 

these  images  haunt  me  without  sympathy. 
my  anguish  frayed  so  i  can  manage. 

pained  cries  crawl  out  the  ever-revolving  door 

infants  on  laps,  hobbling  on  crutches,  stuffed  in  corners 

and  shuffling  by  the  guitarist  sitting  on  the  curb. 

tired  nurses  with  needles  rush  from  arm  to  tiny  arm- 
filthy  ones,  thin  ones,  bruised  ones, 
there's  a  sting  and  a  droplet  of  blood- 
fighting  these  senses  that  don't  make  sense, 
believing  it  doesn't  happen, 


several  yelp,  but  most  are  quiet,  hollow 
still  assuming  everyone's  as  lucky  as  me 


OFh&ught  &*ewah&€JL 


re 


I  watched  a  red  haired  man  with  glasses 
trying  to     unwrap     a  cough  drop 
The  paper  was  stuck  to  the  drop 

which  made  the  task  somewhat  of  a  challenging  cho 

The  situation  made  him  seem  real  to  me 
Mortal  and  Beautiful 

And  frustrated  by  a  cough  drop 

I  watched  him  suck  on  the  soothing  source 
And  imagined  being  inside  his  mouth 

swishing  around  over  undulating  tongue 

Back  and  forth  oyer  the  length  of 
nis  warm,  sort  vocalization  snaper 

This  man,  I  knew  was  a  music"  man 
Played  in  the  collegic  band 

rte  interests  me 

with  flutterv,  blond  lashes 
Denind  perfectly  round  glasses 
lne  skinof  this  music  man 

wasn't  that  of  most  red  heads 
wasn  t  pale  but  tan 

and  speckled  with  freckles 

He  brings  his  hand  to  his  face 
when  he  sniffs 
cute  and  charming 
childlike  in  his  attempt  to  stiffle  a  sniff 

I  wonder  if  he's  noticed  my  observing  stare 

perhaps  wondering  where  I'm  wandering 


I  think,  what  would  he  think  if  he  knew  the  level  of  thought 

Drought  by  his  uncooperative  cough  drop 

The  thought  is  lost, 

as  he  drops  his  pen  over  the  right  side  of  his  desk 
And  on  the  outskirts  of  his  reach  it  rests 
I  watch 

as  he  struggles  over  the  arm  of  the  desk 
stretching  over  the  arm  of  the  desk 
stretching  each  vertabrae  to  maximum  length 
extends  his  freckle  speckled  arm  and 
D attempts  a  Go-Go  Gadget  reach 
Brave,   anri  flHmi-n^^ 


iin^YoA  and  admirable 

Tor  ail  of  human  kind 


SThefna,  <W;*en 


if  rm  november,  left  my  pocket  ^J^ally    kn0w 

nod  and  country,       college  boy  do  you  ' 

ay  always  wanting,  for  you  and  not  tor  us 

well  traveled  main  street  lights,  you  shoot  them  with  your  gun 

come  down  new  years  daw  v  ._i    *    •  ■ 

y  drb  uav>  on  a  field  of  violets 


v 


smile  to  the^rsat ions 
little 
all  around,    ^   ^&t& 
vou 


5ive  more  minutes  by 
big  nouses  *-  rtAVsee 

otv« 


see 


tYvetfv 


^oU 

and  i  swore  i'd  neve' 


^ 


\ 


An  Analysis  of  the  Films  Mentioned  in  The  Moviegoer  and  their  Relationship  to  the  Novel 


Matthew  Barton 


AT  THE  MOVIES  WITH 


Binx  boiling 


tr  ti\  \\tm\  mmtmimtmmmmmmm 


As  one  might  infer  from  the  title  of  this 
novel,  moviegoing  plays  a  special 
role  in  Walker  Percy's  award-win- 
ning novel  The  Moviegoer.  The  question  is, 
just  how  important  are  the  movies  he  men- 
tions? Lewis  Lawson  points  out  that  "during 
the  eight  days  of  the  novel  proper,  Binx 
refers  to  twelve  specific  and  several  uniden- 
tified movies  and  to  thirty-seven  actors  and 
eight  actresses"  (26).  The  question  many 
scholars  have  raised  regarding  this  fact  is 
just  what  did  the  moviegoing  in  the  novel 
represent?  Some  scholars  have  linked  the 
act  of  moviegoing  with  the  work  of  Soren 
Kierkegaard,  but  few  have  attempted  to  link 
the  movies  themselves  with  it.  This  present 
study  is  an  attempt  towards  such  an  effort. 

When  The  Moviegoer  made  its  debut 
in  1960,  it  was  met  with  mixed  reactions 
from  the  critical  sphere.  Its  publisher,  Alfred 
Knopf,  did  not  bank  on  the  novel  becoming 
a  best-seller,  and  had  forced  Percy  to  rewrite 
and  edit  the  work  countless  times  (Samway 
212).  Still,  the  publisher's  dire  predictions 
were  not  shared  by  all  the  members  of 
the  literary  community.  In  a  contemporary 
review  in  Show,  Warren  Miller  writes,  "What 
a  marvelous  novel  it  is!  I  hope  you  all  real- 
ize that  what  we  have  got  is  a  Catcher  in 
the  Rye  for  adults"  (Qtd.  in  Samway,  213). 
Certainly,  Holden  Caulfield's  dislike  for  fake- 
ness  mirrors  somewhat  Binx's  obsession 
with  the  "malaise."  I  assume  that  Miller  says 
"for  adults"  because  of  the  general  com- 
plexity of  reading  The  Moviegoer  compared 
with  the  relatively  easily  digested  Catcher  in 
the  Rye.  Although  The  Moviegoer  is  even 
more  challenging  today  now  that  the  films 
and  actors  it  mentions  are  no  longer  con- 
temporary or  even  recognizable,  it  is  not 
unreasonable  to  think  that  its  first  readers 
found  it  a  hard  read. 

When  the  novel  won  the  National 
Book  Award  in  1962,  both  Percy  and  Knopf 
were  surprised.  Samway  writes  that  the 
publisher  was  actually  "miffed,"  because 
he  wanted  The  Chateau  to  win  the  prize. 
The  almost  apocryphal  story  is  that,  though 
Knopf  had  not  submitted  the  novel  to  the 
judges,  one  of  their  spouses  was  "in  New 


Orleans  researching  a  book  on  Earl  Long," 
and  had  "liked  it  so  much  he  sent  it  on 
to  her"  (Samway  219).  Winning  an  award 
despite  one's  publisher  is  no  easy  task,  and 
should  definitely  say  something  about  the 
quality  of  this  book! 

Without  question,  The  Moviegoer  is 
not  everyone's  cup  of  tea.  Part  of  the  prob- 
lem is  the  book's  tone,  which  John  Hardy 
describes  as  "curiously  detached.  The  voice 
is  vaguely  twentieth-century  American.  That 
is  about  all  one  can  say"  (5).  Another  prob- 
lem is  the  hinted  at,  but  not  fully  explicated, 
philosophy  behind  the  novel.  Percy  men- 
tions concepts  like  "Repetition"  and  "Rota- 
tion," but  his  explanations  are  vague  and 
difficult  to  understand  at  best.  For  my  part, 
I  went  to  Robert  Bretall's  A  Kierkegaard 
Anthology  in  an  effort  to  learn  more  about 
them. 

This  effort  paid  off  in  two  ways.  For 
one,  after  delving  into  the  sardonic  mind  of 
Soren  Kierkegaard,  I  was  able  to  grasp  the 
mindset  of  The  Moviegoer's  narrator,  Binx 
Boiling.  What  I  found  more  interesting,  how- 
ever, was  how  Percy  uses  these  concepts, 
and  contemporary  films,  to  bind  his  narra- 
tive together.  For,  after  watching  several  of 
the  films  Binx  mentions  in  his  narrative,  I  was 
far  better  equipped  to  deal  with  the  mag- 
nanimous task  of  understanding  the  charac- 
ter and  his  existentialist,  alienated  outlook 
on  life.  I  think  that  Percy  has  significantly 
dated  his  work  by  relying  on  his  audiences' 
familiarity  with  these  movies-after  all,  I  had 
not  seen  any  of  them  before  this  project. 
Still,  they  are  critical  to  a  full  understanding 
of  the  novel.  Jac  Tharpe,  author  of  an  auto- 
biography of  Percy  and  editor  of  a  collection 
of  essays,  writes  that  "generally,  the  mov- 
iegoing is  associated  with  concepts  that  in 
interviews  Percy  ascribes  to  Kierkegaard" 
(52).  But,  before  I  get  to  the  movies,  I  think 
it  would  be  best  for  me  to  elaborate  some- 
what on  Kierkegaard's  concepts. 

After  reading  a  sample  of  Kierkeg- 
aard, I  was  instantly  struck  by  how  influen- 
tial the  author  had  been  to  Percy.  Some  of 
the  works  sound  almost  exactly  like  Boiling, 
though  perhaps  a  bit  more  cynical: 


Boredom  is  the  root  of  all  evil  [...]  In  the  case  of 
children,  the  ruinous  character  of  boredom  is  uni- 
versally acknowledged.  Children  are  well-behaved 
as  long  as  they  are  enjoying  themselves  [...]  In 
choosing  a  governess,  one  therefore  takes  into 
account  not  only  her  sobriety,  her  faithfulness,  and 
her  competence,  but  also  her  aesthetic  qualifica- 
tions for  amusing  the  children [.  .  .]  Here,  then,  the 
principle  is  clearly  acknowledged;  but  so  strange  is 
the  way  of  the  world,  so  pervasive  the  influence  of 
habit  and  boredom,  that  this  is  practically  the  only 
case  in  which  the  science  of  aesthetics  receives  its 
due  (22). 

Kierkegaard,  like  Binx  Boiling  (who 
calls  it  the  malaise),  is  obsessed  with  this 
idea  of  boredom,  or  more  specifically,  aim- 
lessness,  and  how  it  affects  one's  self-per- 
ception  and  view  of  reality.   Kierkegaard 


aard  has  realized  that  the  same  awareness    3 
and  hope  for  "repetition"  is  what  prevented    |* 
him  from  feeling  repetitive;  he  had  concen-    * 
trated  too  much  on  the  differences  to  see 
the  similarities. 

The  same  is  true  of  Binx  Boiling, 
except  Binx  has  the  advantage  of  static  film 
over  the  randomness  of  a  stage  play.  The 
film  itself  does  not  change.  What  bothers 
Binx  in  the  narrative  is  that  the  theater  itself 
changes,  as  do  the  people  who  operate  the 
theater.  So  intense  is  Binx's  desire  for  same- 
ness and  repetition  that  he  marks  a  seat 
in  the  theater  so  he  will  be  able  to  find  it 
next  time!  Lewis  Lawson  writes,  "It  does  not 
matter  to  him,  if  the  theater  is  nearly  empty, 
though  he  does  cultivate  the  acquaintance 
of  theater  employees,  for  their  familiarity 


"So  intense  is  Binx's  desire  for  sameness 

and  repetition  that  he  marks  a  seat  in 
the  theater  so  he  will  be  able 

to  find  it  next  time!" 


defines  "rotation"  by  comparing  it  to  a  farm- 
er's crop  rotation.  An  example  of  rotation 
would  be  a  man  who  stayed  in  Africa  during 
each  summer,  England  each  winter,  and 
America  the  rest  of  the  year.  The  places 
would  seem  fresh,  but  at  the  same  time 
comfortably  familiar,  because  of  the  cycle  of 
rotation.  Repetition  is  a  similar  concept,  but 
Kierkegaard  is  troubled,  and  after  traveling 
about  Berlin,  remarks,  "But,  alas,  here  no 
repetition  is  possible"  (138).  Very  similarly 
to  Binx  Boiling's  moviegoing,  Kierkegaard 
takes  up  going  to  the  theater.  He  finds  that, 
even  though  he  sees  the  same  play,  with  the 
same  cast,  in  the  same  theater,  at  the  same 
time  on  two  different  days,  there  are  so 
many  differences  that  he  does  not  feel  truly 
to  have  "repeated"  the  event.  This  makes 
him  feel  more  alienated  and  less  real.  He 
wants  to  experience  the  same  laughter  and 
joy  at  the  same  farce,  day  after  day,  yet  dis- 
covers that  such  is  not  possible-once  he  is 
familiar  with  the  farce,  it  no  longer  amuses 
him.  Still,  at  the  end  of  the  work,  Kierkeg- 


offers  a  boundary  to  his  loneliness"  (29). 
The  rotation  comes  from  watching  different 
movies;  it  is  rather  like  farming  the  same  plot 
of  land  with  different  seed.  There  is  famil- 
iarity, but  something  new.  Binx  defines  it  as 
"the  experiencing  of  the  new  beyond  the 
expectation  of  the  experiencing  of  the  new" 
(144).  He  watches  different  movies  from  the 
same  seat  in  the  same  theater,  hoping  for 
something  new--a  "hidden  valley"  that  he 
uses  as  an  example  of  rotation  (144). 

This  fear  of  not  being  real  is  prob- 
ably the  most  manifest  in  the  character  of 
Kate,  however.  In  the  epilogue,  Kate  is  in 
such  a  state  that  she  rather  pathetically  asks 
Binx,  "While  I  am  on  the  streetcar-are  you 
going  to  be  thinking  about  me?"  (241).  Kate 
does  not  have  the  assurance  Binx  has  from 
repetition  and  rotation;  she  is  afraid  that  if 
she  does  not  exist  in  someone  else's  mind, 
she  will  cease  to  exist.  For  Binx,  moviegoing 
makes  him  feel  more  real;  it  is  a  chance 
to  examine  an  unchanging  piece  of  reality. 
As  William  Allen  points  out,  "while  most  of 


the  residents  of  Gentilly  go  to  the  movie  the- 
ater to  escape  reality,  Binx  goes  there  to 
explore  it"  (25).  Jac  Tharpe  attributes  this 
to  the  characteristics  and  social  function  of 
movie  stars:  "They  do  the  living  for  some- 
one who  lives  in  the  land  of  the  dead"  (57). 
Binx  needs  the  impersonality  and  objective- 
ness  of  film  to  establish  his  identity  and 
maintain  his  exile.  Hardy  writes,  "Most  Amer- 
icans approximately  of  Binx's  generation  will 
recognize  something  of  themselves  in  his 
observation  that  his  recollections  of  certain 
scenes  in  movies  are  keener  than  his  mem- 
ories in  his  own  life"  (33).  Unfortunately  for 
those  of  us  from  other  generations,  unfamil- 
iar with  the  films  Binx  derives  his  view  of 
reality  from,  this  may  not  be  so  easy. 

Binx  discusses  repetition  in  regard 
to  an  advertisement  for  Nivea  Creme,  "show- 
ing a  woman  with  a  grainy  face  turned  up  to 
the  sun"  (80).  Twenty  years  later,  he  sees  the 
same  advertisement  in  another  magazine, 
and  since  it  is  unchanged,  remarks  that  "the 
events  of  the  intervening  years  were  neu- 
tralized, the  thirty  million  deaths,  the  count- 
less torturings,  uprootings  and  wanderings 
to  and  fro"  (80).  Kierkegaard's  dilemma  is 
that  he  cannot  seem  to  find  anything  exactly 
alike;  perhaps  this  is  a  result  of  his  existence 
before  mass  market  consumer  advertising. 

I  apologize  for  this  rather  long  intro- 
duction to  what  seems  like  a  simple  project; 
yet  I  feel  that  what  I  have  to  say  about  the 
films  would  make  little  sense  without  suffi- 
cient preamble.  For,  the  first  fact  I  realized 
when  watching  the  films  was  that  they  were 
chosen  with  repetition  and  rotation  in  mind. 
Hardy  writes  that  "the  relationship  between 
art  and  reality"  is  the  central  theme  of  the 
novel,  and  this  becomes  rapidly  evident 
when  one  watches  the  films  (7).  It  is  impor- 
tant to  note  that  Percy  did  not  choose  the 
films  Binx  watches  in  the  novel  at  random. 
Lawson  writes  that  "generally,  Binx  seeks 
movies  that  present  patterns  of  rotational 
behavior  that  he  might  emulate"  (31).  These 
films  can  be  viewed  through  an  existential- 
ist lens,  and  this  is  precisely  the  way  Percy 
wishes  us  to  view  them.  According  to  Tony 
Tanner,  it  is  not  the  romance  of  the  films 
that  lure  Binx  into  the  theater,  but  the  fact 


that  they  "render  fixed  and  inevitable  what  in 
life  seems  to  be  fluid  and  contingent.  He  is 
fascinated  by  the  'peculiar  reality'  of  movie 
stars"  (11).  Like  Alex  remarks  in  A  Clock- 
work Orange,  "It's  funny  how  the  colours 
of  the  like  real  world  only  seem  really  real 
when  you  viddy  them  on  the  screen"  (103). 
Binx  Boiling  needs  the  films,  because  they 
are  slices  of  recorded  reality.  He  treasures 
moments  in  film  much  more  than  moments 
in  his  real  life.  While  "other  people,  so  I  have 
read,  treasure  memorable  moments  in  their 
lives,"  what  he  remembers  "is  the  time  John 
Wayne  killed  three  men  with  a  carbine  as  he 
was  falling  to  the  dusty  street  in  Stagecoach" 
(7). 

Binx's  reaction  to  meeting  a  movie 
star  in  real  life,  William  Holden,  is  quite  illumi- 
nating. He  refers  three  times  to  the  "height- 
ened reality"  surrounding  the  movie  star,  and 
describes  how  a  boy  recognizing  Holden  is  at 
first  put  at  a  loss  by  the  star's  presence:  "He 
can  only  contrast  Holden's  resplendent  real- 
ity with  his  own  shadowy  and  precarious  exis- 
tence," Percy  writes  (16).  Binx  feels  that  the 
boy,  who  pretends  not  to  recognize  Holden, 
has  "won  title  to  his  own  existence"  by  "refus- 
ing to  be  stampeded  like  the  ladies  from  Hat- 
tisburg"  (16).  By  treating  Holden  as  an  equal, 
a  citizen,  no  different  from  himself,  the  boy 
has  validated  his  own  existence  and  place 
in  reality.  He  speaks  of  the  boy  again  in  a 
later  paragraph:  "Clearly  he  would  like  noth- 
ing better  than  to  take  Holden  over  to  his  fra- 
ternity house  in  the  most  casual  way"  (17). 
Since  Holden  represents  reality,  being  famil- 
iar with  him  would  guarantee  one's  existence. 
Fawning  over  him  or  begging  for  an  auto- 
graph only  intensifies  the  rift  between  the  cit- 
izen and  the  movie  star;  the  more  people 
feel  themselves  different  and  alienated  from 
Holden,  the  less  solidly  they  exist. 

I  wanted  to  understand  why  Binx 
needs  the  "reality  fix"  of  celluloid,  but  knew 
that  it  would  take  more  than  just  reading  the 
novel  to  accomplish  this.  To  achieve  this  end, 
I  became  a  moviegoer. 

What  follows  is  a  description  of  four 
films  mentioned  in  the  movie,  The  Third  Man, 
Stagecoach,  Red  River,  and  All  Quiet  on  the 
Western  Front. 


The  Third  Man 

When  Percy  mentions  this  movie, 
he  does  so  seemingly  with  only  the  intention 
of  showing  how  he  remembers  the  kitty  tick- 
ling Orson  Well's  foot  (7).  The  first  five  min- 
utes of  this  movie,  however,  proved  to  me 
that  this  was  no  mere  coincidence.  Joseph 
Cotton  is  Holly,  a  stranger  to  eerie  and  cha- 
otic post-World  War  II  Vienna,  where  he 
arrives  to  meet  his  friend  Lime  (played  by 
Orson  Wells)  who  has  promised  him  a  job. 
When  he  arrives,  he  hears  that  Lime  has 
died  in  a  car  accident,  though  not  before 
giving  instructions  for  Holly  to  be  flown  back 
to  America.  Holly,  though,  becomes  suspi- 
cious of  the  "accident,"  and  stays  until  he 
learns  the  truth.  That  truth  is  that  Lime  is  not 
really  dead  after  all;  in  fact,  the  whole  thing 
was  a  hoax  to  get  the  police  off  his  case. 
Lime  has  been  involved  in  a  vicious  medical 
racket  that  has  left  countless  children  men- 
tally retarded  after  being  treated  with  diluted 
penicillin.  In  the  end,  Holly  betrays  his  friend 
to  the  police  and  eventually  shoots  Lime 
after  a  spooky  chase  through  a  sewer.  Lime 
dies,  his  fingers  reaching  through  the  holes 
in  a  sewer  grate.  Holly  is  left  with  nothing; 
his  friend  is  dead,  he  has  no  way  to  return 
home,  and  the  girl  he  loves  abandons  him 
because  of  his  treachery.  The  last  lines  of 
dialogue  are  between  the  English  police 
major  and  Holly.  The  major  says,  "Hey, 
Holly!  Why  don't  you  do  something  sensi- 
ble?" To  which  Holly  replies,  "I  can't.  I  don't 
have  a  sensible  name." 

It  is  easy  to  see  how  the  plot  of  this 
movie  relates  to  The  Moviegoer.  The  theme 
is  much  alike;  Holly  is  completely  alienated 
throughout  the  entire  movie,  first,  because 
he  is  American,  and  second,  because  no 
one  wants  him  to  get  involved  in  the  case.  In 
one  scene,  Holly  is  asked  to  give  a  speech 
to  a  literary  club.  Unfortunately,  the  man 
who  asks  Holly  to  speak  does  not  realize  he 
only  writes  pulp  Western  novels;  the  result 
is  painful  to  watch.  Holly  is  asked  questions 
like,  "What  do  you  think  of  the  stream  of 
consciousness?"  and  "Where  do  you  place 
James  Joyce?"  He  answers  them  all  with, 
"Could  you  repeat  the  question?"  Holly's 
character  relates  to  Binx  Boiling  so  well  that 


one  could  almost  imagine  a  sequel  of  the    1 
movie  to  contain  the  plot  of  The  Moviegoer.     |* 

The  kitty  incident  occurs  about  half-  * 
way  through  the  film;  Lime's  girlfriend  tells 
Holly  that  her  cat  is  only  friendly  to  Lime. 
When  he  leaves  the  apartment,  he  sees  the 
kitten  stroking  itself  against  a  man,  hidden  in 
the  shadows.  The  cat  reveals  Lime's  secret 
presence-the  fact  that  Binx  remembers  this 
scene  so  well  is  that  in  it  the  cat  has,  in 
effect,  brought  Lime  back  to  existence.  Per- 
haps Binx  needs  a  kitten  to  rub  against  his 
leg,  thus  bring  him  back  into  the  real  world. 
All  Quiet  on  the  Western  Front 

Fortunately  for  me,  I  had  read  the 
Erich  Maria  Remarque  novel  that  this  gritty 
and  horrific  film  is  based  on  before  viewing 
it.  Quite  frankly,  I  found  both  the  film  and 
the  novel  excellent  literature,  and  it  is  not 
hard  to  see  why  Percy  chose  to  include  it  in 
his  novel.  Again,  like  The  Third  Man,  it  takes 
place  in  a  dark  and  frightening  setting-the 
battlefields  of  World  War  I.  Binx  refers  to  the 
film  as  "one  of  my  first,"  and  this  is  intriguing 
because  the  movie  is  concerned  with  many 
firsts  and  dark  epiphanies. 

The  film,  which  is  a  very  close  adap- 
tation of  the  novel,  traces  an  enthusiastic 
boy  soldier's  gradual  disillusionment  with 
war,  his  country,  his  people,  and  finally,  him- 
self. At  the  end  of  the  film,  the  main  char- 
acter returns  to  the  front  before  his  leave 
has  expired,  because  he  no  longer  feels 
he  belongs  at  home.  Binx  writes  something 
very  similar:  "What  is  the  malaise,  you  ask? 
The  malaise  is  the  pain  of  loss.  The  world  is 
lost  to  you,  the  world  and  the  people  in  it, 
and  there  remains  only  you  and  the  world 
(120).  Binx  shares  the  disillusioned  soldier's 
outlook  on  life. 

Lawson  claims  that  a  study  of  The 
Moviegoer  must  "begin  with  the  realization 
that  Binx  has  not  always  been  an  avid  mov- 
iegoer" (26).  Apparently,  Binx  chooses  his 
movies  very  carefully,  and  they  all  have  a 
very  direct  influence  on  him.  It  is  easy  to  see 
how  Binx  would  have  related  to  the  youth- 
ful soldier  in  All  Quiet  on  the  Western  Front, 
especially  towards  the  end  of  the  film,  when 
he  is  completely  alienated.  He  is  alienated 
from  his  mother  because  she  is  now  men- 


tally  ill,  his  father  and  his  neighbors  because 
he  is  no  longer  enthusiastic  about  war,  and 
his  army  comrades  because  he  does  not 
share  their  dream  of  going  home.  In  short, 
he  truly  is  alone. 
Stagecoach  and  Red  River 

Although  one  might  think  that  these 
two  Westerns  clash  strongly  with  the  morbid 
The  Third  Man  and  All  Quiet  on  the  Western 
Front,  these  two  films  mesh  very  well  with 
the  themes  of  alienation.  These  movies  both 
take  place  in  traditional  "Western"  settings; 
what  we  see  is  a  lack  of  civilization  and 
an  abundance  of  wilderness.  In  both  films, 
John  Wayne  is  completely  alienated  from 
everyone  else;  he  is  the  lonesome  stranger 
that  few  like.  Still,  through  iron  toughness, 
the  Duke  manages  to  stay  on  top. 

In  Stagecoach  the  central  social 
struggle  is  between  the  rough,  and  lawless 
"Kid"  and  the  prostitute  Dallas,  and  an  ex- 
Confederate  soldier,  the  wife  of  a  General,  a 
preacher  and  a  doctor.  The  Duke  enters  the 
picture  as  a  criminal,  who  for  some  inexpli- 
cable reason  falls  for  Dallas  and  sticks  up 
for  her  throughout  the  film,  much  to  the  cha- 
grin of  the  other  passengers.  As  the  film 
progresses,  we  see  the  dramatic  ostraciz- 
ing of  the  Kid  and  Dallas,  and  this  conflict 
is  not  resolved  at  the  end.  Instead,  the  Kid 
and  Dallas  venture  off  to  a  "ranch  past  the 
border."  In  other  words,  they  are  physically 
exiled  from  their  homeland. 

Binx's  appreciation  of  this  movie  is 
not  hard  to  see;  in  some  ways,  Dallas  is  like 
the  'Jew"  Binx  refers  to  in  his  narrative:  "I  am 
Jewish  by  instinct.  We  share  the  same  exile. 
The  fact  is,  however,  that  I  am  more  Jewish 
than  the  Jews  I  know.  They  are  more  at  home 
than  I  am.  I  accept  my  exile"  (89).  In  the 
film,  Dallas  could  be  likened  to  the  Jews.  Her 
profession  is  the  cause  of  her  physical  and 
social  exile  at  the  beginning  of  the  film;  yet 
in  several  scenes  we  see  her  attempting  to 
bridge  the  gap  between  herself  and  the  Gen- 
eral's wife  by  helping  with  her  baby.  Wayne's 
character  is  more  like  Binx,  though-he  does 
not  seem  to  mind  at  all  that  people  do  not 
accept  him;  he  is  content  with  the  routine 
and  unharmed  by  everyone's  dislike  for  him. 

In  Red  River,  the  Duke  is  alienated 


and  at  odds  with  almost  everyone  in  the 
film.  His  harsh  treatment  of  his  employees 
at  last  causes  them  to  mutiny  against  him, 
and  he  is  abandoned  to  his  own  devices  in 
the  wilderness.  Mr.  Dunson,  played  by  John 
Wayne,  promises  his  adopted  son  Matthew 
(who  started  the  mutiny)  that  he  will  kill  him. 
This  response  is  probably  intended  to  elim- 
inate the  audience's  sympathy,  since  Mat- 
thew had  tried  to  reason  with  Mr.  Dunson 
about  his  violent  and  drunken  behavior.  The 
betrayal  obviously  leaves  a  deep  emotional 
scar  on  Dunson,  who  loses  all  sympathy  for 
Matt  and  his  father  figure,  an  old  cook  and 
cattleman  who  joins  Mart's  side.  At  the  film's 
conclusion,  Dunson  and  his  son  make  up 
after  a  fistfight,  in  one  of  the  most  touching 
scenes  I  have  ever  witnessed  on  film.  Binx 
refers  to  this  fight  as  "an  absurd  scene,"  and 
I  am  fairly  certain  I  know  why  (75).  Before  the 
fight,  Dunson  tries  to  provoke  Matt  into  draw- 
ing, but  the  young  man  obstinately  refuses, 
even  when  Dunson  shoots  all  around  him 
(and  had  already  shot  Matt's  friend  Cherry). 
After  the  two  slug  it  out,  Matt's  girlfriend 
screams  at  both  of  them,  reminding  them 
of  the  stupidity  of  their  actions.  Matt  and 
Dunson  agree  not  to  fight  any  more,  and 
Dunson  makes  Matt  a  full  partner  in  his 
ranch.  Binx  would  have  found  this  entire 
scene  tiring,  and  indeed,  "absurd,"  because 
it  rather  abruptly  brought  John  Wayne's  char- 
acter from  total  alienation  into  a  sincere  and 
affectionate  society.  Binx  would  probably 
have  been  more  satisfied  if  Dunson  had  shot 
Matt  or  been  shot  by  him;  this  way,  the  alien- 
ation would  have  continued. 

It  is  during  this  movie,  however,  that 
he  makes  a  mark  on  the  chair  he  is  sitting  in, 
his  first  move  towards  achieving  repetition. 
When  he  sees  The  Oxbow  Incident  at  the 
same  seat  several  years  later,  he  is  struck  by 
the  changes  and  events  that  have  occurred 
to  him  since  his  viewing  of  Stagecoach. 
Alienation  and  Moviegoing 

Lawson  brings  up  an  interesting 
point  concerning  the  end  of  the  novel.  He 
points  out  that  Binx  "mentions  no  movies 
that  he  has  seen,  nor  does  he  affect  the 
behavior  of  any  movie  star.  Binx  Boiling  has 
come  out  of  the  movies,  to  chance  acting 


himself"  (40).  Philip  Vaughn  takes  a  different 
view.  Though  I  very  much  appreciate  Law- 
son's  enlightening  idea  on  this  subject,  I  inter- 
pret this  ending  somewhat  differently,  and 
agree  more  with  Philip  Vaughan.  Vaughan 
writes,  "Binx  transcends  the  everydayness 
of  the  present  through  his  commitment  to 
Kate,  who  needs  constant  attention"  (16). 
This  implies  that  Binx  has  not  really  found 
some  new  identity;  he  has  only  found  a  way 
to  escape  the  "malaise." 

Kate's  obvious  psychological  depen- 
dence on  Binx  is,  in  Kierkegaard's  terminol- 
ogy, a  repetition.  It  is  a  return  to  a  former 
cycle,  though  the  situation  is  somewhat 
altered.  Binx  has  ceased  to  be  the  outsider, 
desperately  seeking  a  reality  provider  in  the 
form  of  a  movie  star,  and  become  a  reality 
provider  for  Kate.  He  has  switched  from 
being  a  moviegoer  to  being  a  sort  of  walk- 
ing movie;  Kate  is  real  because  she  is  being 
acted  out  in  Binx's  own  mental  dramas. 
Binx  is  satisfied,  because  he  has  found  his 
"hidden  valley,"  that  is,  he  is  experiencing  a 
very  similar  reality  crisis  in  someone  else.  He 
has  a  fresh  view,  a  fresh  perspective,  and  at 
last,  a  purpose.  In  a  sort  of  twist  on  the  Car- 
tesian "I  think  therefore  I  am,"  Kate  has  inter- 
nalized "I  am  thought  of  therefore  I  am"  and 
Bink  has  taken  on  "I  think  of  another  there- 
fore I  am." 

The  Moviegoer  is  by  no  means, 
especially  to  modern  readers  unfamiliar  with 
his  generation  and  their  favorite  films,  a  novel 
easily  digested.  Perhaps  a  future  edition  of 
the  work  might  contain  footnotes  that  set  the 
movies  in  context.  One  sales  idea  might  be 
to  package  the  novel  with  a  set  of  movies,  or 
at  least  give  it  away  with  a  limited  edition  col- 
lection of  John  Wayne  movies.  Even  the  local 
Blockbuster  did  not  have  many  of  the  films, 
and  one  wonders  how  difficult  they  would  be 
to  obtain.  Should  we  consider  Percy  incon- 
siderate for  relying  on  contemporary  film  so 
much?  One  explanation  might  be  that  per- 
haps Percy  did  not  foresee  his  novel  achiev- 
ing such  lasting  fame.  This  is  a  question  that 
may  well  lie  interred  forever  with  the  grave. 
As  the  Duke  remarks  in  Red  River,  "Whether 
you  like  it  or  not,  that's  the  way  it  is." 
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others  and  Daughters 


Her  hair  is  gray  and  thinning 

There  are  lines  around  her  eyes  and  mouth 

From  hard  years  full  of  joy  and  tears. 

She  is  aging. 

Her  hair  is  brown  and  full 
The  skin  around  her  eyes  and  mouth  is  new 
From  her  lack  of  years,  joy  and  tears. 
She  is  young. 

She  listens  to  every  word  with  analysis, 
Trying  to  find  a  flaw  needing  attention. 
She's  been  through  the  long  years 
Of  experience,  that  bring  wisdom. 

She  listens  to  every  word  with  her  heart 

Trying  to  find  some  thought  and  emotion  to 

build  on. 

She's  only  been  through  a  few  years 

Of  little  experience,  that  gain  wisdom. 

These  two  women  sit  side  by  side  in  the 
same  position 

The  older  watching  the  younger  with  pride. 
The  younger  watching  the  older  with  wonder 
They  are  learning  from  each  other. 

Sometimes  the  years  get  between  them 
The  older  woman  knows  she  has  experience 
While  the  younger  woman  fights  desperately 
to  have  it. 
This  is  when  they  are  inseparable. 

Sometimes  they  are  apart  and  can  reflect  on  each  other. 
The  older  woman  realizes  her  daughter's  need  for  independence. 
The  younger  woman  realizing  her  need  for  her  mother's  guidance. 
That  is  when  they  really  love  each  other. 

Through  the  love,  the  hugs,  and  the  tears 

The  daughter  will  gain  the  experience  she  needs 

And  the  mother  will  look  at  her  daughter  with  reverence. 

Proud  to  watch  her  daughter  take  over  in  youth. 

One  day  they  both  know  they  will  have  to  part. 
Neither  look  for  that  day,  but  fear  it. 
Because  the  mother,  no  matter  how  old  her  daughter  gets 
Still  worries  about  leaving  her  alone  in  the  life  that  awaits  her. 
And  the  daughter,  no  matter  how  old  she  gets 
Is  still  afraid  to  be  without  her  mother's  loving  guidance. 


1 


When    I    saw   you    so    full    of    life    your 
^very  soul  embodied  all   I   dreamt   of   in 
woman.    When    I    embraced    you    I    felt 
,s  though   I  was  embracing. a  fantasy. 
:uphoria,     that     feeling     quickened  ^ 
le .    Oh   so  warm   and   sweet,    bitter- 
iweet,    like   the   fleeting   moments 
our     last     passionate     kiss, 
Words  that  come  from  the  heart 
?ere  never  meant  to  hurt  and  harm,  only  to 
teal  and  calm.  It  seemed  as  though  I  was 
lone  in  our  quest  for  Eternity  together.  Yes 
)metimes  even  I  wonder — will  our  paths 
cross  again?  Will  it  be  at  the  northeast  part 
>f  the  sun  or  on  the  last  day  of  forever 
laybe  even  never?  However,  I  may  see  you 
>n  the  dark  side  of  the  moon. 
I  In  this  moment,  this  second,  Eternity  never 
fends.  My  mind  replays  and  relays  that  last  ! 
May  to  me  as  if  it  were  a  song  to  be  remem- 
bered. Oh  how  I  do  wish!  And  yes,  I  do 
foray  to  live  and  relive  that  last  moment. .  .for- 
mer, but  in  reality  I  know  that  time  must  go 
on.  I  care  not  about  who,  what,  when, 
or  where.  The  only  thing  I  ponder  is 
the  how.  It  sometimes  sickens  me  to' 
think  about  what  should  have  been  and 
what  tore  us  apart,  was  it  fatc.no  it 
could  not  have  been, 
keep    rewinding    time,    I 
times  find   a   thing   that 
me,     a    light,    the    key 
destiny,    and  no  matter 


As  I 
some- 
blinds  I 
to  our 
how  hard 


I    try   the    key    is    always    out    of 
reach.     It     is     always    on    Saturn 
while   I   am  in  this   redundant   pat 
tern    of    sulking    and    sinking    into 
the   ruin  of  our  failed   romance. 

Day  by  day  I  try  to  cope  with  this 
anguish.  Week  by  week  I  carry  around  a  satchel  of 
stones  and  on  each  there  my  sorrow  is  written.  My 
re  for  you  transcends  time,  and  time  and  time  again,  you  will 
ir  a  fading  whisper.  It  is  sometimes  unintelligible,  but  always 
ty  voice.  I  call  your  name  in  the  dusk  of  my  slumber.  My  sub- 
►nscious  purges  my  reality  to  the  point  of  explosion.  I  am  noth- 
no  longer  exist  in  the  world  of  the  real.  I  live  in  your  memory, 
you  do  in  mine.  I  hide  within  you,  my  perfect  woman.  You  comfort 
Hftie,  Euphoria;  you  are  the  absent  piece  of  my  jigsaw  puzzle,  an  enigma 
>f  everlasting  love. 

Ithout  you  there  is  nothing,  no  universe,  my  soul  is  null  and  void  with-  | 
Put  you.  To  begin  to  express  my  love  for  you  is  the  most  excruciating  thing  I 
lave  ever  had  to  do.  The  definition  of  love  does  not  even  begin  to  express  what 
feel  for  you.  My  love,  Euphoria,  I  miss  you  so.  I  miss  you  like  spring  misses 
snow.  I  miss  you  like  autumn  misses  the  wildflower.  I  miss  you  like  God  misses  the 
lost  sinner.  If  I  could  just  catch  a  glimmer,  glance,  or  glimpse  of  you,  even  if  only  in 
dream  every  night,  I  would  be  all  right.  If  we  could  meet  again,  face  to  face,  soul  to 
foul,  flesh  to  flesh,  and  mind  to  mind — I  would  not  mind. 

There  are  millions  of  things  that  I  would  like  to  say,  and  billions  of  ques- 
Sons  that  I  want  to  ask:  "Could  it  still  be  just  you  and  I?"  I  could  be  your  Adam  and  you 
ly  Eve.  "Could  we  live  together  in  the  past  of  eternity,  just  you  and  I  together,  forever, 
50  high,  beyond  that  line  of  the  sky,  to  that  place  where  angels  fly?"  There  and  only  there 
all  you  understand.  Then  and  only  then  will  you  know  that  I  was  created  to  be  your  man. 
am  your  one  and  only.  No  one  will  ever  satisfy  your  mind  and  body  like  me.  No  matter  how 
Fong  you  search  and  how  far  you  see,  the  circle  will  always  lead  you  back  to  me.  I  am  the  sweetest 
jhing  you  huve  ^verpknowny  and  asJong  aSpyou.  remember  .to  remember  you  will  never  DgAalpn|«, 


Journey  Into  Yourself 


Some  day  when  rain  falls  hard  against  the  pane 
Sit  down  with  herbal  tea  and  watch  it  rain. 
Let  your  thoughts  flow  into  unknown  places. 
Turn  over  every  stone  of  thought. 
Find  out  what  lives  in  the  spaces. 
Take  a  journey  into  yourself. 

Journey  into  the  lighter  side. 
Step  into  the  dark  tide. 
Don't  be  afraid. 


On  your  journey, 
Don't  be  afraid  to 
Don't  be  afraid  to 
Don't  be  afraid  to 
Don't  be  afraid  to 


find  something  you  lost 
try  something  new. 
hurt . 
heal. 


For  a  time  be  the  person  you  don't  show  everyone. 
Combine  everything  you've  ever  known 
Be  the  person  those  times  have  made  you. 
Come  back  better  than  before. 
Don't  be  afraid. 

On  your  return, 

Don  t  be  afraid  to  give. 

Don't  be  afraid  to  accept, 

Don't  be  afraid  to  plunge  into  cold  water. 

Just  to  feel  the  sensations  that  make  you  a  soul. 

Journey  into  yourself. 


Windy    S.    La'Borde 


Too    Many    Good-byes 


In  my  dreams,  I  see  them  dropping. 

All  around  me  they  are  dying. 

I  scream  and  run  towards  one. 

Only  to  let  the  rest  die  slowly 

As  I  watch  the  one  in  my  arms  fade  away. 


I  can  feel  each  one's  suffering. 
I  can  feel  them  dying,  their  heart  stopping, 
Their  lungs  emptying  themselves  of  oxygen. 
I  can  feel  them  gasp. 


Windy  S.  La'Borde 


m 


*5» 


The  flashlight's  tt 

s    t    r    ePt    c    h 
out  bravelv  before  u 


through  the  thick  and  dripping 
branches  of  the  trees,  across  the  marshy  carpet  of  leaves  ana  pine  straw,  into  the  clawing 
darkness  of  this  awful  forest.  Lightning  snaked  above  the  tops  of  the  trees,  but  the  dull 


rumble  of  thunder  was  muffled 


itning 
>y  the  harsh  roar  of  r 


t 


;leet.  Our  coats  were  damp 


and  half-frozen,  and  we  shivered  and  groaned  as  the  icy  wind  whipped  us  through  our 
clothing.  Still,  we  trod  as  fast  as  we  could  after  the  light,  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  woods, 
frequently  stubbing  our  feet  on  gnarled  roots  or  crashing  through  thorny  vines.  I  could  see 
very  little  through  my  wet  glasses,  and  had  to  fight  with  virtual  Dlindness  to  keep  up  with 
the  others.  I  envied  tneir  endurance. 

At  last  I  could  take  no  more,  and  when  my 

feet  were  again  taken  from  me  by  a  root, 

I  let  myself  fall  and  remained,  still  on  the 

cold  earth.  If  the  others  noticed  my  plight,,  '  MM_.  , 

t,nw      .,,  -.  „_  ^aesr,   or.  ^',^.  J  sat  up  with  my  back  against  a  thick  oak  tree,  watch- 

they  paid  it  no  heed,  and  soon  I  could.       ,  , '    x     ^  3  .  _  „ 

.'7 . A^^i.mnw.m^to1^  beads  of  water  form  and  fall  on  the  bottoms 

hear  them  no  longer.  As  their  movements  /»■  .  .  .      . ,  T1_  *  iL    , 

faded  from  my  hearing,  I  felt  the  grave0' ^  and  ndf  ,d  f ^  The  smells  °  <he  fo;eKSt 
attention  of  the  forest  and  God  focusentered  my  nostnls  hke  little  marchmg  so  d.ers.  The 
on   me.   Or   perhaps   it  was  just  tnatP'ne  commanded  several  battalions,  but  there^ 


I    was    less    distracted    than    before. 


also  columns  of  sassafras  and  some  other, 


bitter  smelling  plants.  I  mostly  smelled  the 
n  and  the  windgrittyodorof  disturbed  earth,  that  smell  of  gar- 


and  the  soggy  ground  were  not  so  bur-den(s  and  9raves- '  du9  in  the  ™ist  *artn  ™tnj 
densome,  and  felt  a  peace  come  overmy  fingers  feeling  ,t  lodge  underneath  my  f,n- 

™  oo  ..^^r  rir^^r*  *™  ™  t^^  ™t^ gernails.  I  listened,  intently,  at  the  sounds  ofj 
me  as  water  dropped  from  my  face  onto;:      , .     .      -  _, 

+k«    ^ooo     i    J~L+***i    ^.,+    ^w    kon^the  dripping  forest,  and  my  ears  perked  up  as! 
the    grass.    I    stretched    out    my    hand,  .   ,         ,.        ,  „    .  . 

j     -*  u  -i  *u       i     *    * -i      *  \a    *■    birds  and  insects  made  their  presence  known.? 
and  watched  the  sleet  strike  it.  My  fin-  M  * 

gers  were  hard  and   numb;   my  hand 

felt  like  a  puffy  rubber  hammer.   It  is 

the  blasting  heat  of  summer  that  angers 

and   destroys;    it  is  the  forgiving   cold 

searched  around  for  the  sassafras.  I  jerked 

several  roots  out  of  the  ground  and  stuck 

them  under  my  nose,  savoring,  for  one  long 

moment,  an  experience  given  to  me  directly 

by  the  hand  of  God. 


A  short  while  after  the  sun  was  up,  I  could 
hear  the  barking  of  dogs  and  shouting  of  men 
somewhere  in  the  distance.  I  stood  up  and 


of  winter  that  cherishes  and  preserves. 


I  don't  know  how  long  I  lay  there,  but  at 
last  the  thunder  clouds  moved  on,  and  I 
was  left  with  the  relative  peace  and 
tranquility  of  the  rain.  The  wind  died 
down,  and  eventually  the  rain  ceased, 
and  I  noticed  with  some  alarm  that 
the  darkness  was  taking  on  a  bluish 
tone.     Soon,     the     sun     would     rise. 


At  last  the  dogs  found  me,  and  I  was  soon 
surrounded  by  their  masters:  a  pack  of  news 
reporters  of  various  affiliates,  all  with  well- 
made  faces  and  freshly  combed  hair,  snap- 
ping photos  and  asking  me  questions  that 
anyone  could  have  answered  for  me.  One  of 
the  reporters  had  a  faulty  microphone,  andi 
every  time  she  poked  it  close  to  my  face  it 
shocked  me.  I  borrowed  a  cell  phone,  and  a 
few  hours  later  was  back  in  a  black  company! 
car,  headed  towards  the  sterile  environment 
of  concrete,  steel,  and  cigarette  smoke  that 
had  produced  me  and  the  others. 
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Matthew     Barto 
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That  nigl#  J 


Control 

So,  you're  reading  this  line; 
Now  this  line,  and  soon  you 
Will  be  reading  this  line. 
Isn't  this  fun? 
So  who  has  control 
When  your  eyes  scrape 

Across  my  words — is  it  you? 
Is  it  me? 

Who  has  the  control? 


Leslie  Westbrook 


Are  You  My  Sister? 

Last  night  I  saw  your  eyes  close, 
Your  mouth  unmoved, 
And  your  hand  fell  from  mine. 

Once  you  were  lost, 
Now  you  are  found 
Among  the  pine  and  dogwood  trees. 

Though  your  light  is  fleeting, 

I  can  still  see  you. 

Do  not  go  so  far  from  me. 

Closer  and  closer  still 
You  are  near  me 
Blinking  in  and  out  of  time  and  space. 

Finally  you  land 
Lighting  now  and  then 
I  realize  you  are  not  my  sister 
But  my  friend. 


Though  not  my  sister 
You  too  bring  light 

To  this  sometimes  dark  and  sad  world 


Jody  Blair 
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I      »    f  ^  I 


To  ring  the  heavens  with  anthems  of  feeling 
And  to  sing  songs  that  make  hearts  swoon 
Is  to  create  beauty  that  sends  men  reeling 
And  makes  your  eyes  shine  as  the  full  moon 

Sing  so  that  I  may  know  angel's  voices 
Speak  so  that  I  may  know  charm's  chance 
Say  the  words  so  I  can  be  free  of  choices 
Touch  me  and  set  my  feet  to  dance. 

Max  Shelton 
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Eyes  open,  eyes  alight 
To  track  the  heavens  this  night 
For  your  voice  to  sing  my  name 
For  mine  to  whisper  the  same 

For  ignorance's  death  I  cry 
And  for  the  same  I  wish  to  live 
At  wisdom's  death  door  I  pry 
I  need  my  heart  as  gift  to  give 

What  my  hand  upon  thy  chin 
What  to  feel  soft  warmth  of  skin 
What  to  touch  your  nose  with  mine 
What  to  see  brown  eyes  with  soft  shine 
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Max  Shelton 
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I.  from  your  crooked  lips  I  was  born 

to  echo  the  rhythm  of  your  watercolored  life. 
Warm  baby  bottles  of  hunter  green  and 
I  swallowed  your  homemade  philosophy 
and  grew  tali  from  blonde  and  blue  dinners. 
I  ate  plates  of  your  watercolors  for  years 
and  at  seventeen  I  became  so  full 
that  I  left  your  home  running. 
I  lost  memories  in  my  orange  oval  worshipping 
and  began  speaking  revelations  in  syllables  or  white. 
I  ran  for  so  long 

that  I  couldn't  remember  your  slanted  smile; 
the  distance  had  changed  my  childhood  memories  to  gray. 
I  ran  through  dorm-rooms,  hallways,  red  bricked  walls  unti 
at  last  I  saw  life  bend  cotton  balls — 
impurity  sweated  out  of  my  skin. 
Liberation  from  the  carbonation  and 
I  mocked  you  and  all  the  other  pink  puckerdtflips. 
Burned  out  legs  trembled  up  stairs  up  and 
goodnight  kissed  me  straight  to  bed. 
Red  morning  showed  up  after  four  and  a  half  years  of 
a  coma  nap  and  I  missed  you,  my  mother,  and 
wanted  to  return  to  hunter  green. 
The  telephone  spoke  the  years  between  us  and 
I  knew  it  was  time  to  come  home  so 
I  drove  the  yellow  miles  back  to  your  house. 
I  wanted  see  you  and  to  op^up  your  mind- 
learn  your  pink  lip's  strengt 
understand^  how  you  married  a  maiTana  n 
and  listen  to  the  history  of  our  wide  hips. 
Instead,  the  space  between  your  life 
and  death  shrank  to  a  brown 
as  you  sank  below  noon  and  a  tombstone. 
Funeral  homes  and  graveyards  turned  into  friends 
but  I  didn't  like  their  conversations  and  refused  to  listen 
Your  body  separated  from  your  chest  and  you  walked 
strength  majestic  and  needed  to  rest. 
Mama,  open  the  door  and  let  me  come  into  your  room. 
Tell  pain  that  he  is  no  longer  welcome  at  your  house. 
See— my  smile  also  breathes  the  crooked 
rhythm  of  your  watercolors. 
I  touched  blue  and  still  came  back  home- 
Mama,  surely  this  is  poetry. 


II. 

from  the  child-Mamas  lips  a  daughter  was  born  to  swim 

Yes!  And  to  (love)  Mama  and  float  our  soft  race  forward. 

This  truth  forced  me  to  leave  her  house 

and  at  seventeen  I  became  lost  in  my  search  to  return 

to  the  liquid  womb  or  just  to  return. 

I  became  thin  lonely  for  a  mermaid  green  melody 

and  so  I  began  my  journey  to  hear  the  Pacifies  beat  and 

to  find  Aerial,  my  blood  sister  really,  and  return  to  my  home-ancient. 

I  sat  on  a  beach  log  and  belted  out  my  lullaby; 

my  sister  heard  my  song  and  mingled  her  voice  and  we  sang  a  duet  free. 

She  taught  me  to  swim  the  divine  dirty  and 

After  four  and  a  half  years  the  sea  salt  dissolved  through  my  lonely. . . 

Aerial  and  I  floated  like  twin  souls  in  our  mothers  belly. 

Our  strong  muscles  touched  happy  and 

together  we  learned  to  pluck  handsome  sailors  from  the  nipples 

of  ships  and  to  drown  them  with  our  long  leg  splendor. 

We  cracked  their  skulls  like  eggs  and  for  breakfast,  dinner,  and  supper 

ate  scrambled  man  fantasies: 
giggling  girls,  double  d  bras,  choreographed  splits — it  was  too  much! 
Our  stomachs  stretched  heavy  with  the  machines  greed 
and  now  I  feel  sick  from  six  years  of  eating  junk. 
I  ache  for  dry  land  and  the  time  as  baby  girl 
my  mama  held  my  fat  fingers- 
all  life  swayed  the  rhythm  of  her  lullaby. 


a  daughter  s  lullaby 


o  my  life 

sabrina  kev 


I  begged  him  to  take 
me  to  her  house,  even 
though  he  lived  twenty 
minutes  away  from  me, 
and  I  lived  an  addi- 
tional ten  minutes  away 
from  her,  I  knew  he  was 
going  to  be  unwilling; 
nevertheless,  I  begged 
him  to  take  me  to  her 
house.  He  wouldn't  do 
it.  I  hadn't  seen  her 
for  weeks.  We  attended 
separate  schools, 


Jason  mm 


couldn't    pop    up    when 


I  remember  getting  out  of  my  bed  one  night  to  take  her  a  soda, 

andnot  because  she  asked  for  one,  but  because  she  implied  that  she  was 

thirsty.    Chivalry  is  not  dead,  I  believed.    Hold  the  door  open  for 

ivej  -1-women,  allow  the  ladies  to  go  first,  be  nice,  spontaneous,  and  care 

j  for  their  needs,  listen  to  them.   My  knowledge  and  training  was  vast 

in  the  fields  of  satisfying  women.    I  knew  a  lot.    I  remember  being 

wanted,   unless  I  Chose  t  Ooverweight  while  I  was  trying  to  win  her  heart.  I  rode  that  bicycle  and 

looked  less  of  a  man  on  a  mission  and  more  of  a  circus  bear  pedaling 

ride  my  mother   S  1 2- speedfor  show;  its  tiny  knees  shoeing  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  with  its 

h.|.0        T+  ,..__    Iiri~ -*„,.?«„+.   motion.    I  heard  the  familiar  circus  tune:  Dun  duh  duh  duh  duh 
Dike,      it  was  uncomtort-dah  dah  dah  duh  duh  «Look  at  the  bearr  t  heard  someone  scream 

able     the   leather  bananaw^tn  excitement,  someone  minuscule.    I  saw  them  pointing,  every- 


seat    saddle    had 


body,  parents  and  little  children  alike.  I  saw  tiny  ones  holding  bags  of 
peeledpopcorn.  And  on  the  bags  little  printed  clown  faces  looked  incarcer- 
ated within  the  all  American  color  of  prison  bars:  red,  white,  and 
long     ago ,     and    the     hardblue  strips  decorated  the  sacks.  However,  the  scent  of  hot  butter  and 

Hsalt  was  ^ar  to°  strong  to  De  locked  down.  The  children's  eves  were 
pieces    OT    cowmae    gorea^  widl  amusement)  anc[  their  faces  were  sticky  from  bubble  gum 

deeplv      into      mv      rear   flavored  cotton  candy.    "Whoa  this  is  weird,"  I  thought.  "This  is 

"  uncontrollable."    A  walking  exhibit,  a  one  man  show  is  what  I  was. 

(  continued  to  rfbe  ml)  imitfjer'3  hific. 


my  r 
I  hated  her  bike, 
couldn't  help  but  to 
remember  the  days  I 
mounted  up  and  rode  that 
iron  horse  all  the  way 
to  her  house,  undaunted 
by  the  harsh  Louisiana 
storms  that  the  hurri- 
cane season  always  seemed 
to  produce.  I  rode  that 
horse,  and  I  hated  it. 


Unrelentingly,  I  pedaled  through 
the  people  on  the  street,  because 
regardless  of  the  attraction  I  was 
made  to  be,  I  was  on  a  mission.  My 
purpose  for  riding  to  her  house  was 
driven  by  more  than  just  delivering 
a  soda  to  a  thirsty  girl;  it  was  driven 
by  my  vision  of  her,  a  vision  that  I 
had  not  seen  for  so  long.  I  rode 
my  mother's  bike,  my  knees  strik- 
ing my  chest  over  and  over  again, 


the  tips  of  my  toes  scrap- 
ping trie  ground;  I  rode  my 
mother's  bike.  I  can  still  hear 
the   answer   of  my   buddy 
when  he  said  no.     I  heard 
it  resonate  through  the  howl 
of  harsh  and  insensitive  night 
air.     My  face  was  numbed 
from   the  cold  and   then   it 
began    to    rain.      The   water 
pierced  my  flesh;  I  felt  my  skin 
opening  up,  splitting  the  meat 
to  the  bone.    My  lips  cracked 
and  the  pain  was  unbearable, 
but   I   was   on   a   mission.      I 
saw  myself  pedaling,  pushing  up 
hills  and  coasting  down  Kills. 
I  saw  the  horrid  transformation  I 
was  undergoing,  but  I  could  not 
turn  back,  something  was  stop- 
ping me.  "Luke,  I  am  your  father." 
Harr  Purr  Harr  Purr."    Instantly 
I  saw  Darth  Vader,  motionless,  his 
helmet  polished  to  perfection,  his 
cape,  obscure  and  heavy.  "I'm  sorry 
sir,  we've  lost  them."     "Sorry  for 
you  admiral."     With  a  cold  stare 
from  Vader,  the  admiral  fell  to  his 
knees.  "Can't  stop  choking... gasp- 
ing for  air... please."  Could  this  be 
the    same    force    that    was    causing 
me    to    continue    against    my   will? 

I  soon  arrived  at  her  house.    Pealing 
that  seat  from  off  of  my  backside,  I 
plotted  as  to  how  I  woula  knock  on  the 
door  once  I  reached  her  porch.  "Should 
it  be  fast  or  slow?"  She  would  be  pleased 
to  see  me,  the  horrors  I  went  through  to 
bring  her  a  soda.  I  knocked  on  the  door. 
My  knocks  went  unanswered.    "Maybe 
she's  sleeping.     I'll  go  to  her  window." 
I  waded  through  the  mud  field  onside 
of  her  house,  scaling  a  fence  and  falling 
over  onto  my  back.     I  collected  myself 
and  approached  her  window.    The  lights 
throughout  the  rest  of  the  house  were  off, 
except  for  the  one  in  her  bedroom.  There 
she  was  lying  on  the  bed.     "She's  asleep. 
Resting,"  I  thought.     As  I  got  closer  to 
knock  on  the  window  I  saw  a  naked  man 
come  from  her  hallway.    "What's  this?"  His 
face  was  ambiguous  from  the  distance,  how- 
ever, when   he   had  gotten   closer  to   her, 
I  realized  who  it  was,  my  friend,  the  one 
that  I  had  begged  to  take  me  over  there. 
She  rose  and  embraced  him.     I  knew  what 
was   going  to   happen   and   I   cared   not   to 
see  it.     I  turned  my  head  and  walked  away. 

Before  leaving  I  placed  the  soda  on  her  porch 
and  began  my  voyage  home.  No  wonder  why 
I  never  saw  her.  The  unknown  force  that  had 
driven  me  to  go  to  her  house  was  gone.  Now 
I  began  my  journey  home,  empty  and  torn, 
only  to  relive  the  vivid  images  of  her  and  him. 


t-  ■  ■  i     i  i  •         the  sun  bursting  through  the  semi  factory  tinted  windshield 

hite  exterior  mimicked  something         .     .    .  *>  ...  c  \  .     ,        .  r  -.  r  .       . 

r  and  windows.  1  still  reel  the  baaginess  or  the  root  on  mv  head 


er  it 


had  1< 


i  was  seven 

years  old  when  I  first  saw 

the    'lac;    it    was    the    biggest    car' 

that    I    had    ever   seen;    sitting    in 

it  was  almost  like  dropping  a  penny 

into  a  wishing  well,  the  space  was 

disproportionate.       Its    long    arctic 

w. 

^  of  a  moving  glacier  than  an 
automobile;  I  don't  know  what 
General  Motors  was  thinking  when 
they  rolled  the  1978  Coupe  DeVille 
off  of  the  assembly  line.  Gas  guzzler 
supreme  is  what  it  should  have  been 
called,  for  the  way  it  drank  petroleum, 
I  thought  it  should  have  had  its  c 
fuel  station  in  the  trunk;  it 
have  fir! — This  car  must  have*  oeen 
very  popular  with  the  mobsters;  a  count- 
less number  of  bodies  could  have  been 
stashed  in  that  black  hole  of  a  trunk,  never 
to  be  found  again. 

I  still  see  the  long  chrome 
colored  trim  embracing  the  body  of 
the  car,  quite  possibly  being  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  that  could  ever 
wrap  around  it  with  ease.    I  can  close 
my  eyes   and  still   see   the   burgundy 
dashboard   with   the   simulated   wood 
grain  serving  as  a  stage  for  the  collection 
of  dancing  Hula  girls  my  father  was  so 
fond  of.    I  can  still  see  the  maroon  carpet 
with  the  cigarette  burns.  My  father  was  very 
displeased  and  upset  when  my  Grandmother 
dropped    her   cigarette    on    the    floor    and 
almost  caused  the  interior  to  go  up  in  flames. 
I  remember  the  white  leather  «eats 
without  a  problem,   the  way  they"Jve|Jso 
cold  and  hard  during  the  winter,  and  so  hot 
and  sticky  during  the  summer  made  for  the 
most  uncomfortable  ride  ever;  I  used  to 
hate  riding  in  that  car.  The  heater  seemed 
to  play  games  with  us,  never  warming 
up  until  we  were  only  a  few  minutes 
away  from  our  final  destination.  It  didn't 
matter  if  we  were  only  out  of  the  car  for 
five  minutes,  when  we  got  back  in  it,  the 
heater  would  be  just  as  it  was  when  we 
originally  set  out  on  our  voyage:  cold. 
During  the  summer,  air  conditioning  was 
something  like  a  fantasy.     It  could  be 
turned  on  and  we  would  hear  the  hiss  of 
the  compressor,  but  only  the  hot  freon- 
free  air  from  the  outside  would  be  blown 
in.     I  remember  those  frustrating  days  of 
trying  to  get  cool  after  running  in  and  out 
of  store  after  store. 


I  still  see  the  fifteen-inch  chrome  spoke  rims  with 
massive  seventeen-inch  white  wall  tires  supporting 
the  one  ton  metal  monster,  whose  grill  always  wore  a 
grin.  I  remember  the  'lac,  always  thirsty,  always  needing 
tires,  always  needing  something  that  required  a  great 
deal  of  money  or  work.  The  'lac  was  something  that 
I  hated  with  a  passion. 

W>  I  can  still  hear  the  roar  of  its  massive  V8  motor 

when  my  father  turned  the  ignition.    I  still  feel  the  heat  of 


Ja 
son 

Ma 
di 


^Jched  to  the  roof  of  the 
car.    I  still  remember 
the  poor  gas  mileage 
that  always  seemed  to 
demand  a  fill  up  after 
twenty   miles.       I    still 
smell   the   odor  of  gas- 
oline from  the  fuel  line 
leak      in       the       motor. 
The  'lac  wasn't  a  Honda, 
a  Toyota,  or  any  other  for- 
eign made  piece  of  crap;  it 
was  American  made,  straight 
out  Detroit,  built  to  last.    A 
tire  blowout  sent  my  bumper 
dragging  off  of  my  Honda; 
never  in  the  'lac  would  that 
happen. 
I     remember    the 
'lac.  Trying  to  forget  it  would 
be  like  forgetting  to  fall  asleep. 
I  remember  the  'lac,  I  rememher 

Jt      very       well. 


SEND- 
ING  

dREAM  *• 


Y      0 


I  lie  awake  and  send  my  dreams  to  you 


I  lie  awake  and  send 


My  dreams  to  you 


u 


Will  they  get  through? 


Will  you  see  the  house  I  built  for  you? 


Or  I  will  awake,  tomorrow 


Alone  still 


I  lie  awake  and  send  my  love  to  you 


I  lie  awake  and  send 


My  love  to  you 


Will  it  get  through? 


Will  you  see  the  path  I  made  for  you? 


Or  will  I  awake,  tomorrow 


Alone  still 


I  lie  awake 


And  send  my  dreams  to  you 


I  lie  awake  and  send 


My  dreams  to  you 


Will  they  get  through? 


Will  you  know  the  life  I  ve  lived  for  you? 


Or  will  I  awake,  tomorrow 


Alone  still? 


uauB^Maue** 
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The  Forest 

Your  snow  falls,  your  water  drops 

Sinking  into  my  mind 

while  memories  of  distant  shore 

Stand  solid  as  the  shifting  tide 

Old  voices  call  my  name  from  afar 

very  hard  to  hear 

as  your  birds  sing  and  your  whispering  wind 

tells  me  of  places  near 

Your  trees  stand  firm  while  their  branches 

embrace  me  with  their  might 

linking  my  soul  to  this  foreign  place 

as  my  past  turns  out  of  sight 

A  new  sun  shines  brightly  leaving  a  shadow 

of  the  life  I  left  behind 

and  I  know  when  I  turn  to  face  my  homeland  again 

the  same  sun  will  never  shine 

Hold  me  with  your  strength  dear  forest 

Let  nature  embrace  my  soul 

Let  the  memories  of  this  land 

I  see  be  the  heaven  I  wish  to  know 

Euphoria 
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awake.)) 

Oracle:  They  have  called  for  you. 

Poet:  Who  has? 

Oracle:  Your  voice. 

Poet:  My  voice?  You  speak  nonsense  old  man. 

Oracle:  You're  not  ready  yet.  (He  turns  to  walk  away.) 

Poet:  Wait!  Speak  more  clearly  of  your  message. 

Oracle:  Will  you  listen? 

Poet:  If  you  speak,  then  I  will. 

Oracle:  Loved  and  hated  will  you  be. 

Poet:  For  what  reason? 

Oracle:  Do  what  you  must. 

Poet:  What  do  you  speak  of? 

Oracle:  You  will  learn  to  listen,  and  the  world  will  take  note. 

(He  disappears.) 

Poet:  V/here  did  you  fly?  I  have  more  questions.  What  will  be  taken  note  of? 

(Enter  3  Muses.  They  move  like  water  and  leap  like  wind.  They  are  3  instruments  of  one  voice.  I 
have  written  their  dialogue  as  one  character,  and  the  line  distribution  is  left  up  to  the  director.) 

Muse:  Death  of  a  famous  mime! 
Poet:  Death  of  a  famous  mime? 
Muse:  The  pain  of  the  pleasure. 
Poet:  Whose  pain? 
Muse:  Your  pain.  Your  pleasure. 
Poet:  Why? 


(The  Muses  twist  their  bodies  together  to  give  the  illusion  of  one  creature.) 

Muse:  Death  of  a  Famous  Mime! 
Poet:  I'm  not  a  mime. 

Muse:  No,  you  are  the  vessel,  the  instrument  of  my  voice. 
Poet:  I  dont  understand. 
,mh     Muse:  Yon  HonY  have  to.    Sleep. 

I        (The  Poet's  body  becomes  limp  and  falls  to  the  ground.  The  muses  physically  take  control  of  the  Poet's 
body.  The  effect  is  that  of  a  master  puppeteer  and  a  rag  doll.  They  begin  moving  him  around.  It  is 
clumsy,  like  a  child's  first  steps.  Oracle  enters  with  stage  makeup.) 

Oracle:  You  will  need  your  mask. 

(He  opens  the  makeup  kit,  and  crudely  begins  to  apply  makeup  to  the  Poet  with  a  final  effect  of  a 
comedy  mask  on  halfthe  face  and  a  tragedy  mask  on  the  other.  The  Townspeople  remain  unconscious 
of  the  Poet  and  Oracle's  presence  until  the  performance.  Townspeople,  like  the  Oracle,  never  see 
nor  hear  the  muses.) 

Muse:  The  world  begs  for  imitation.  I  will  provide  them  with  their  candy. 

(Enter  Town  Crier  with  bell.) 

Town  Crier:  Hear  ye.  Hear  ye.  Tonight  we  will  be  blessed  by  the  presence  of  the  mime  that  teaches 
with  terror. 

(Enter  Townspeople  busy  upon  the  toils  of  midday.) 

Town  Crier:  You  will  stop  and  take  note.  Tonight  the  performer  will  perform  The  Death  of  a 

Famous  Mime. 

Townsperson  2:  The  famous  what? 

Townsperson  1:  Death  of  who? 

Town  Crier:  Hear  ye.  Hear  ye.  You  will  be  moved  to  transformation  by  the  images  that  this  master 

offers  us.  He  gives  us  truth  in  the  pleasant  disguise  of  illusion. 

Townsperson  1:  When  can  we  witness  this  you  speak  of? 

Town  Crier:  This  night  we  will  be  changed.  Tonight.  Tonight. 

Townsperson  1:  I  must  see  this. 

Townsperson  2:  I  have  dreamed  of  this  moment. 

Townsperson  1  &  2:  Where  can  we  see  him? 

Town  Crier:  After  the  setting  of  the  sun  he  will  perform  where  you  stand. 

Townsperson  2:  I  must  tell  others.  (Exits.) 

Townsperson  1:  I  am  claiming  my  spot.   (Sits  down  on  the  ground.) 

(The  Town  Crier  exits  in  mid  announcement  of  the  performance.  His  urging  of  attendance  continues 
offstage  amid  the  random  remarks  of  townspeople  onstage  and  off.  The  lighting  begins  to  change 
from  noon  to  dusk  very  slowly.) 

Oracle:  Your  true  nature  will  shine  through  this  painted  face.  Your  voice  is  too  bright  to  be  disguised 
by  a  mask.  The  story  you  tell  will  be  debated  by  many. 

(Enter  Town  Crier.  In  a  perfect  world  the  townspeople  will  pull  people  from  the  audience  to  help 
form  the  line.) 

Town  Crier:  Come  and  get  'em.   (Lines  begin  to  form,  and  money  changes  hands.)   Be  the  first  kid  on 
your  block  with  a  ticket  to  the  greatest  show  on  Earth.  Step  right  up.  Come  on  young  shaver.  Only 
a  small  price  for  salvation.  It  is  said  people  have  changed  tneirlives  forever  as  a  result  of  this  masters 
performance.  Death  of  a  Famous  Mime!  One  night  only.  Don't  be  the  only  one  who  missed  the 
opportunity  for  redemption.  Step  right  up.  Dont  push,  there's  room  for  everyone  within  the  confines 
or  this  arena.  We  will  all  be  there  for  the  experience.   (Townspeople  rejoice.) 
Townsperson  1:  The  sun  is  beginning  to  set.  Our  wait  is  almost  over. 
Townsperson  2:  I  can  say  I  was  here  to  experience  the  magic. 

(The  sun  sets.) 

Town  Crier:  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  find  your  seats.  The  show  is  about  to  begin. 

(The  crowd  begins  to  find  their  place  as  the  Town  Crier  sells  his  last  few  tickets  to  the  stragglers.  The 
muses  lead  the  Poet  to  center  stage.) 


Oracle:  Stay  true  to  your  art,  and  follow  your  inspiration.  You  will  be  remembered. 

Poet:  What  am  I  doing? 

Muse:  Let  go  and  it  will  be  done. 

(Enter  Town  Crier.) 

Town  Crier:  The  sun  has  set,  and  the  time  has  come.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  The  Death  of  a 
Famous  Mime! 


(Townspeople  rejoice.  None  of  the  townspeople  can  see  or  hear  the  muses.  The  Poet  alone  hears  their 
dialogue.   He  appears  to  be  struggling  with  them.) 

Muse:  You  are  insignificant. 

Poet:  I  exist. 

Muse:  Without  me  you  create  nothing. 

Poet:  I  have  purpose. 


(One  muse  tying  a  rope  around  the  Poet's  hands  and  pulls  him  violently  across  the  stage.  He 
ains  his  footing  and  pulls  back.  They  struggle  until  the  muse  lets  go  of  his  rope  and  he  tumbles, 
bwnspeople  laugh.) 


T< 


Muse:  Quit  fighting. 
Poet:  My  will  is  my  only  weapon. 
Muse:  Let  go  and  become  one  with  me. 
Poet:  I  trust  only  myself. 

(The  muses  let  go  of  him,  and  his  body  remains  frozen  in  the  position  they  left  him.) 

Muse:  Without  me  you  create  nothing.  Sleep. 

(The  Poet's  body  becomes  limp  and  falls  to  the  ground.) 

Muse:  With  me  creation  flows  through  you. 

(They  take  control  of  his  body  and  move  him  across  the  stage  in  a  manner  that  can  only  be  described 
as  ballet.   His  movements  are  fluid  and  beautiful,  like  a  babbling  brook.) 

Muse:  Feel  the  strength  of  my  voice  coursing  through  your  veins.  Remember  what  you  have  forgotten. 
Return  to  the  source  of  the  river.   In  the  beginning  you  did  not  think.   Clear  your  vision.  There  is 
no  thought  here,  only  feeling.  Feel  the  Earth  ground  you.  Allow  the  air  to  move  you.  Let  the  Water 
cleanse  you.  And  Fire.   Feel  the  Fire  fill  your  being. 

(Hand  drumming  begins  from  offstage.  The  more  drummers  the  better.  The  drumming  is  tribal.  The 
movements  of  the  Poet  should  become  primitive.  At  first  it  is  subdued,  but  as  the  moment  builds 
in  intensity  so  should  the  movements.  It  should  become  a  soulful  screaming,  running,  leaping  dance 
around  a  secluded  fire  in  the  woods.  The  Poet  begins  to  emit  guttural  sounds  of  pleasure,  pain,  and 
release.  As  the  dance  goes  on  the  muses'  control  of  his  limbs  and  body  become  less  literal.  Their 
mere  presence  sustains  his  story.  He  becomes  a  battle  worn  grunt,  reigning  emperor,  and  vulnerable 
peasant.  At  a  certain  point  in  nis  dance  the  pain  of  being  human  begins  to  rack  his  body.  He  crumbles 
over  in  excruciating  pain.) 

Townsperson  1:  What  has  happened? 
Muse:  Remember  your  balance! 
Oracle:  The  pain  of  humanity! 
Townsperson  2:  I  must  help  him! 

(There  is  pandemonium  as  some  townspeople  try  to  rush  the  stage  in  aid  of  the  Poet,  while  others 
remain  motionless,  lost  in  the  moment.  The  muses  continue  telling  the  Poet  to  remember  his 
balance.) 

Town  Crier:  Back  to  your  seats!  Do  not  interfere! 

Townsperson  1:  But  he  is  in  pain! 

Town  Crier:  Sit  and  appreciate  the  moment.  It  is  not  your  place.   Back  to  your  seats! 

(The  Town  Crier  physically  and  verbally  convinces  the  townspeople  to  their  seats.  While  this  is 
happening  the  muses  once  again  physically  take  control  of  the  Poet.  They  raise  him  to  his  feet  and 
balance  him  on  one  foot.) 


Muse:  Learn  to  fly  by  falling! 

(With  a  shove  that  does  not  physically  touch  the  Poet,  he  is  sent  tumbling.   Enter  Shadow.  He 
is  a  gruesome  beast  clad  in  torn  leather  and  spikes.  The  Shadow,  like  the  muses,  is  not  available 
to  the  townspeople's  eyes.  The  muses  are  frightened  of  the  Shadow  and  clear  when  his  presence  is 
realized.  The  Poet,  still  under  the  muses'  spell,  is  left  defenseless.  The  Shadow  charges  the  Poet 
and  kicks  his  semiconscious  body.  The  Poet's  reaction  should  be  that  of  a  mere  mortal  receiving  a 
super-human  blow.) 

Muse:  Awake.   (The  Poet  is  released  from  the  spell.)  This  battle  you  must  fight  on  your  own. 
Poet:  Your  gall  is  your  undoing.  

(The  Poet  charges  the  Shadow  and  strikes  him  with  all  that  he  can  muster.  The  blow  has  no  effect. 
The  Shadow  lifts  him  and  throws  him  to  the  ground.) 


; 


Shadow:  We  are  one. 

(The  Shadow  kicks  him  again.) 

Poet:  Who  are  you? 

Shadow:  I  am  the  darkness  from  the  deepest  recess  of  your  coldest  cavern. 

Poet:  Why  do  you  strike  me? 

Shadow:  You  won't  listen. 

Poet:  What  won't  I  listen  to? 

Shadow:  The  memories. 

Poet:  Stop  your  riddling. 

Shadow:  Trie  memories  of  the  race 

Poet:  The  memories  of  the  race? 

Shadow:  If  you  would  learn  to  listen  you  would  stop  searching. 

Poet:  Stop  searching? 

Shadow:   You  would  stop  thinking  and  remember. 

(Long  silence.  The  Shadow  turns  and  walks  away  from  the  Poet  until  he  is  gone.) 

Poet:  Stop  thinking  and  remember. 

Muse:  You  survived? 

Poet:  My  heart  races,  but  still  it  beats. 

Muse:  You  need  me  no  more.   (Muse  turns  and  walks  away.) 

Poet:  Wait!  You  can't  leave  me  now. 

Muse:  You  have  said  what  I  wanted  to  say. 

(Muse  disappears.) 

Poet:  Don't  leave  me  alone!  What  did  you  want  me  to  say? 

(The  Poet  for  the  first  time  realizes  the  audience  is  there.  They  look  at  him  waiting  for  the  next 
movement  of  his  performance,  and  he  looks  like  a  deer  in  the  headlights.) 


Poet: 


lave  notnin 


thi 


(Townspeople  erupt  in  applause  and  cheers.  They  advance  toward  the  Poet  as  a  mass.  The  Oracle 
does  not  move.   He  stands  alone.) 

Townsperson  1:  I  felt  your  message.  Teach  me  more! 

Townsperson  2:   (She  wipes  the  makeup  off  the  Poet  with  a  rag.)   I  want  you  to  touch  me. 

Town  Crier:   (In  the  process  of  counting  money.)   I  must  shake  your  hand  and  ask  when  our  next  show 

will  be.  With  word  of  mouth  I  should  make  a  fortune  from  your  story. 

Poet:  I'm  not  sure  what  I  did. 

Town  Crier:  Modesty.  I  love  a  star  with  a  touch  of  that  gift.   It  makes  you  that  much  more  marketable. 

I  will  retire  because  of  your  returns. 

Poet:  Give  me  space. 

Town  Crier:  Hear  ye!  Hear  ye!  It  is  customary  to  thank  the  performer.   (The  crowd  surrounds  the  Poet. 

A  plant  from  the  audience  charges  the  stage  with  a  knife.) 

Audience  Plant:  Heresy!  Your  blood  will  spill  for  this  unholy  teaching. 

(Pandemonium  breaks  out  as  the  townspeople  fight  for  the  Poet's  life.) 


Town  Crier:  God  save  the  mime! 


(Oracle  disarms  the  audience  plant.  The  crowd  descends  upon  the  former  knife  wielder  as  Oracle 
brings  the  blade  to  the  Poet.) 

Oracle:  Do  with  this  what  you  must. 
(The  audience  plant  is  beaten.) 

Town  Crier:  That  skeptic's  body  is  not  worth  its  weight  in  dung.   (The  attention  turns  toward  the  Poet 

and  the  crowd  begins  advancing  toward  him.) 

Townsperson  1:  Give  me  answers! 

Town  Crier:  Make  me  money! 

Townsperson  2:  Love  me! 

Poet:  (Waving  the  blade  around.)  Give  me  space! 

Townsperson  f:  He  has  the  truth! 

Town  Crier:  He  is  my  free  ride! 

Townsperson  2:  He  is  my  soul  mate! 

Poet:  (Turning  the  blade  toward  himself.)   I  will  end  it  all  if  my  peace  is  not  granted. 

Townsperson  1:  He  knows  not  what  he  threatens! 

Town  Crier:  Stop  him  before  he  destroys  such  a  profit! 

(The  Poet  begins  to  thrust  the  blade  toward  his  midsection,  but  the  townspeople  get  there  in  time 
to  stop  him.) 

Poet:  Let  me  choose  my  fate! 

(He  is  disarmed  and  restrained.  The  crowd  raises  him  up  and  physically  detains  his  movement.) 

Town  Crier:  He  lives  to  perform  another  day!   (Townspeople  rejoice.) 
Oracle:  You  will  remember  the  translation. 
Poet:  I  can  take  no  more. 

(Blackout.  All  characters  exit  except  the  Poet.  Lights  up.  The  Poet,  Michael,  is  asleep  on  the  floor. 
Enter  Susan.  She  is  his  wife.  She  could  be  double  cast  as  Townsperson  2.) 

Susan:  I  should  have  known.  Michael,  get  up.   (She  shakes  him.) 

Michael:   (He  is  startled  awake.)   No  more! 

Susan:  Don't  do  that.  You  scared  the  bejesus  out  of  me. 

Michael:  Susan. . .  you  were  there.   I  just  had. . .  something.   Crazy  dream. 

Susan:  Well,  you'll  have  to  tell  me  about  it  another  time.   (She  hands  him  a  list  and  a  pen.)   My 

parents  are  going  to  be  here  in  a  couple  of  hours,  and  this  is  the  list  of  chores  you  promised  to  do 

before  they  get  here.  You  should  have  been  doing  these  instead  of  sleeping. 

Michael:  1  don't  remember  falling  asleep. 

Susan:  Regardless,  get  up  and  help  me.  This  house  is  a  mess.   Please. 

Michael:  I  will.   (She  exits.) 

(Michael  looks  at  the  list  for  a  moment,  and  then  off  into  space.  He  starts  to  write  on  the 

paper,  and  quickly  stops  in  frustration.  A  thought  strikes  him,  and  he  starts  writing  again.  He 

seems  to  be  catching  a  flow.  Enter  muses.  Michael  does  not  see  them  and  is  not  conscious 

that  he  is  hearing  them.  They  huddle  behind  him,  whispering  in  his  ear.  His  writing  becomes 

more  frantic  as  he  remembers  the  moments,  and  about  this  time  the  muses  break  away. 

They  dance  around  the  stage  recreating  images  from  the  dream.  Two  line  up  to  pay  money 

to  one  for  a  ticket.  They  rejoice  over  their  ownership  of  a  ticket.  They  mime  a  tug  of  war  and 

laugh  as  one  muse  lets  go  of  the  rope  to  let  another  fall.  They  all  dance  around  a  campfire 

and  all  collapse  in  excruciating  pain.  They  all  raise  up  to  balance  on  one  foot,  and  they  hit 

the  ground  when  the  unseen  push  sends  them  rolling.  The  others  back  one  into  a  corner. 

The  one  decides  to  end  his  life  to  stop  the  torment  the  others  bring  him.  They  grab  his  arm 

and  struggle  to  stop  him.  Michael  stands  up  and  moves  away  from  the  paper  like  it  was  a 

bomb.  The  muses  huddle  in  a  corner  with  the  illusion  that  they  are  one  creature.) 

Muse:  Share  my  story. 

Michael:  Hey  honey! 

Susan:   (From  offstage.)  What's  that? 

Michael:   (He  cautiously  moves  toward  the  paper  and  picks  it  up.)   I've  got  something  you  need 

to  see.    (He  exits.)  ^■■■■■■■■^■■IV 


BlowirV  Out  a  Smoke  Ring 

(to  the  tune  of  "Leaving  on  a  Jet  Plane") 

There's  20  to  a  pack 

But  they  won't  last  long 

Open  that  box 

It  isn't  wrong 

Between  your  lips  I'm  searching  for  a  light 

Now  there's  only  two 

There  could  be  more 

One  hurried  visit 

To  your  corner  store 

You're  one  more  habit  I  could  never  break 

So  pull  it  in  and  push  it  out 
Suck  it  down  and  sweat  it  out 
Hold  it  now  -  don't  ever  let  it  go 

Yeah  I'm  blowin'  out  a  smoke  ring 
To  watch  it  float  away  again 
That  always  made  you  smile 

All  my  smoke  drifts  up 

As  your  tears  roll  down 

This  filthy  screen 

Leaves  me  unbound 

Mistress  of  all  I  see  and  all  I  crave 

We've  gone  through  them  all 

It's  time  to  go 

Take  a  last  long  drag 

Watch  these  embers  glow 

Let  it  burn  down  to  your  fingertips  and  die 

So  pull  it  in  and  push  it  out 
Suck  it  down  and  sweat  it  out 
Hold  it  now  -  got  to  let  me  go 

Yeah  I'm  blowin'  out  a  smoke  ring 
To  watch  it  float  away  again 
That  always  made  you  smile 

Kate  Nance 


plato's  cookie>Robby  Sexton 


Lonely  sidewalks,  concrete 
in  the  virtual  world; 
Pressing  against  cold  feet 
Raw  with  blisters,  and  fear. 


No  heat  within,  no  warmth 
Without;  her  life  winds  down. 
Sixteen  years.  Sixteen  years, 
And  all  decades  apart. 


Grey  cold  sky,  grey  brick  walls 
Surrounding  her  silence; 
Wrapping  her  bare,  white  arms 
Raw  from  the  wind,  and  rain. 


A  ghost  of  a  life,  ghost 
of  a  girl;  wandering, 
Wondering,  why  no  one 
can  see  her,  can  feel  her. 


Mind  dumped  into  a  cache, 
Hard  drive  fried;  eyes  afire 
With  pain  blurs  endless  streets. 
No  edges,  no  beginnings. 


Down  the  street,  up  the  steps, 
Into  the  womb;  library. 
The  guard  cannot  see  her, 
Can't  hear  her  feet  shuffle  by. 


She  curls  against  the  knife 
Of  the  wind,  cruel,  diving 
Beneath  her  skirt,  her  mind. 
Slashing  through  burning  tears 


She  takes  a  book;  large,  rough. 
Held  tight  against  her  chin, 
Like  a  shield.  Such  a  shame 
She  can't  read  what  she  loves. 


a 


solitary > Missy  Dupreast 

measuring  infinity 

tip-toeing  around  the  stars 

tear  drops  of  the  weary 

you're  near  but  so  far 

whispers  in  solitude 

an  echo  of  silence 

falling  from  sanity 

and  landing  cradled  in  your  arms 

drama> Robert  Deramus 

a  play  is  best  set 

behind  the  curtains  of  your  eyes 

so  no  need  to  worry 

over  your  next  line 

for  all  the  words  are  written 

in  the  backstage  of  your  mind 


Sometimes  things 

rhappen  when  they  are  least 
"expected.    Sometimes    they    are" 
'welcomed  events  that  bring  us  much1 
rjoy,   others  are  events  of  fate,  which1 
rshould    never    happen    and    can    cause' 
lasting,  tormenting  memories  with  unfor- 
gettable results.  It's  strange  how  you  can 
meet  someone  for  no  more  than  a  brief 
encounter  and   yet   remember  their   name 
and  maybe  even  their  face  indefinitely.  This 
was  the  situation  with  Jack  Norris  and  me. 
was  six  when  we  moved  to  the  new 
brick  house  on  the  outskirts  of  town.  Dad's 
used  car  business  had  prospered  enough 
to  make  a  sizeable  income,  enough  to 
support  a  family  of  six  comfortably.  Our 
new  home  was  located  in  a  respect-^ 
able    middle    class    neighborhood. 
There  was  a  long  dirt  path,  which 
ran    parallel   to   our   house. 
It     led    to    a    small 
neigh 


borhood    of    no    more    than 
ten  families.  Beyond  that  was 
another     larger     settlement 
called  Wondertown.  Wonder- 
town   was   a   neighborhood 
characterized     by    poverty, 
alcohol,  immorality,  and  kids 
with  dirty  faces  and  snotty 
noses.    My    older    brother, 
Jim,  said   it  got  its  name 
because  folks  always  "won- 
dered  how   it   got  there." 
The    path    and    the 
neighborhood  at  the  end  of 
the  path  separated  us  from 
the    cultural    ills    afflicting 
Wondertown.    Our   former 
neighborhood,  with  its  tiny 
houses  on   half-acre   lots, 
dirt  roads,  ditch  banks,  and 
low    class    families,     had 
been  somewhat  similar  to 
Wondertown.    The    excep- 
tion was  that  the  madam 
houses    and    snotty-nosed 
■  kids     had     not     been     as 

-     L*-*\        neglected     or     commonly 
noticed  as  the  kids  in  Won- 
dertown. 
■  My  brother,  two  sisters,  and  I 

thought  it  was  great  moving 
from     a     four-room     frame 
house  with  a  dirt  mud  ditch  as 
the  lot  boundary,  to  this  spa- 
cious brick  home  with  a  front 
porch,  a  small  barn  in  back, 
and  a  yard  spacious  enough  to 
hold  horses.  It  was  like  a  small 
farm  inside  of  town. 

Just  as  the  path  separated 

us  from  the  reminders  of  the 

former  life,  it  also  brought 

another  kind  of  reminder,  things 

we  would  just  as  soon  forget. 

Sometimes  we  would  see  people 

walking  down  the  path  taking  a 

short  cut  to  Wondertown,  where 

there  were  houses  that  served 

homemade  moonshine,  provided 

boisterous  conversations,  and  other 

things  a  body  might  be  looking  for  to 

help  it  forget  the  woes  of  life. 

As  we  began  to  get  accustomed 

to  our  new  surroundings,  I  began  to 

play  more  and  more  by  myself,  exploring 

and  enjoying  the  luxuries  of  the  spacious 

yard.  After  school,  I  would  quickly  run 

outside  to  enjoy  the  last  sliver  of  daylight 


before  the  evening  sky  would 


"My  name  is  Jack,"  the  man 


cast  its  autumn  hues  of  gray,    Q£  Yj  name  IS  J3CK,      tne  IT 
orange,  and  purple  across  a   Ay'^-Vi     _i     ■   .  _i     mi«#i_ 

-streaked  Carolina  sky.  Such   btartleCl,   I  tUmed.     .Where 


was  the  voice  coming  from, 
who  was  speakinq  tame? 


color-streaked  Carolina  sky.  Such 
was  the  end  of  this  day,  with 

its  chiii  of  the  September  dusk  wno  was  speaKinq  tcrner 

beginning  to  swaddle  its  moist  air  wondered  Near  the  path  a  voice  and  the  gaunt,  dirty 

°umy7?Un<9  body(Althou9h  '   figure  of  a  man  with  a  scraggly  dark  beard  from  days 
was  chilled  I  refrained  frorn  going   of        ,ect  was  ca|CU|ating  his  approach.  He  looked 
inside.   Not  ye  ,   I  thought,   not   Nke  some0ne  would  have  looked  from  our  former 
yet.   I  played  all  around  the  barn    neighborhood.  He  smiled  at  me  with  a  grin  displaying 
near  the  path  watching  and  wait-  green  m0|dy  |0oking  teeth  and  breath  that  was  famj|_ 
ing  for  Mother  s  call  or  dinner.    iar  but  not  p|easant  ,  had  sme||ed  it  from  time  t0 
Time  to  eat  young  lady,   she   time  on  m    Dad  most|   the  Sund     morning  after  a 
would  usually  yell  -  but  not  today.    Saturday  night  out. 
Today  was  not  supposed  to  be  dif-    «M    name  js  Jack  Norris  .  he  repeated.  .What.8 

ferent  from  any  other  day,  but  it    vours?" 
was.  The  call  never  came  so  I  was   By  tnen  ,  was  backing  from  the  fl  toward 

content  to  play  longer.  The  hunger  the  ed      of  the  b        watching  and  waiting  for  his 
was  beginning  to  gnaw  at  my  tiny    next  move 
insides  as  the  smell  of  fried  'latere    -H     me  gir, ,  ne  said  «,  jus,  |jve  down  the       n  , 

and  chicken  all  but  lured  me  inside.    decided  I  would  go  for  a  walk  and  seen  you  playing 

Besides,  the  last  efforts  of  play   and  thought ,  might  ,ike  t0  p,ay  too;  Ws  not  fun  t0 
were  important  too.  Soon  my  mind    p,ay  a|one>..  he  a|most  whispered,  as  he  leaned  his 
began  to  focus  on  how  to  get    dust  face  forward.  "Where's  your  Daddy,  does  he 
past  Mom  so  she  would  not  see    Nke  t0  p,ay  witn  you  toor 
that  I  had  slipped  out  again  without    ,  was  tense  and  frlghtened,  his  piercing  gaze  pen- 
changing  from  my  school  dress  into    etrated  my  S0U|  His  eyes  never  turned  away  and 
play  trousers.  That  was  her  steadfast    mjne  were  afrajd  t0  He  ,ooked  |jke  tne  monster 

rule,   Young  lady,  you  never  go  out-    in  my  dreams,  something  evil,  the  thing  that  hides 
side  to  play  in  a  schoo  dress.  They    under  your  bed  at  njgnt  and  waits  t0       b 
cost  too  much  to  replace:  you  get    foot  if  it  sUps  over  the  edge  of  the  mattress. 
them  dirty,  and  you  II  just  have  to  wear     ,  wanted  t0  be,jeve  that  ne  meant  no  harm 
them  to  school  with  rips  and  stains,      but  my  instincts  t0,d  me  ..No!  He  is  bad »  As 
she  would  always  say.  This  day  I  dis-    he  approached  me,  I  turned,  but  there  was 

.  ODeYeo-     nowhere  to  run!  I  had  gotten  too  close  to  the 
The  light  of  day  was  fast  giving  in  to    barn  The  door  t0  the  barn  was  open  and  ,  nad 

the  darkness,  and  yielding  its  promise  of    nowhere  to  go  but  inside.  I  couldn't  get  around 
play.  Soon  I  knew  I  had  to  maneuver  a    hjm  .NOr  M    mjnd  whir|ed|  ..Not  jnside!"  I 
hurried  run  through  the  kitchen  and  get    fe,t  confUsed.  Where  was  Mom  and  why  was 
beyond  her  gaze.  I  crept  to  the  door  and    djnner  so  late? 
looked  through  the  screen;  I  could  see  her    The  sundown  with  its  approaching  darkness 
as  she  stood  cooking  at  the  stove  with  her    was  gjvjng  its  |ast  fading    |0Wi  and  ,  no 

back  to  the  door.  I  could  see  supper  was    ,         r  desired  t0    ,      M    on,    desire  now 
not  quite  ready,  and  just  maybe;  I  could  get    was  ,0  disappear  Hke  the  sunset,  become 
five  more  minutes  of  play.  "Yes,  just  five  more    swa||0wed  up  in  the  darkness.  Closer  he 
minutes.    Quickly  around  the  barn  and  beside    came  t0  me  pjcked  me  up  under  the 

the  path  I  ran.    armpits,  and  stood  me  upright  in  the 
doorframe  of  the  opened  door.  I  was 
trapped!  It  was  a  small  barn  with  only 
one  door  and  two  small  windows. 
His  breath  hung  heavily  in  the  air, 
close  to  my  face,  forcing  me  to 
hold  my  breath  to  keep  me  from 
breathing  his.  I  wanted  no  part 


of  him.  No  candy.  No 

games.  I  wanted  only  the 

J:  quiet  refuge  of  my  room. 

i   "I  would  never  enjoy 

I  playing  in  this  barn 

3  again,"  I  thought.  'Just  let 

■  me  get  away!" 

His  hands  were  no  longer  under  my  arms,  but  on  my  legs.  My 

dress!  Why  didn't  I  change  my  clothes,  why  did  I  have  to  be  so 

willful  and  disobedient?  His  hands  slid  from  my  ankles,  upward 

to  my  knees  and  then  to  my  thighs  as  he  talked  about  playing. 

Now  he  was  touching  my  panties  on  the  outside  of  my  leg.  "What 

to  do!"  I  thought  frantically.  My  little  voice  was  trying  to  raise  a 

protest,  but  the  screams  were  muffled  inside  and  no  one  could 

hear.  "Oh  Jesus,  help  me,"  I  prayed  in  my  mind.  My  screams 

inside  just  couldn't  get  out.  I  wanted  his  rough,  calloused,  and 

dirty  hands  to  go  away. 

"What  color  panties  do  you  have  on  little  girl?"  he  muttered. 

I  became  paralyzed  and  frozen  in  a  state  of  disbelief.  "Where  is  my  Dad?"  I 

questioned.  I  thought  he  was  supposed  to  protect  me.  He  seldom  came  home 

for  dinner  anymore,  and  most  of  the  time,  when  he  did  come  home,  it  was  late 

at  night  when  we  would  hear  him  in  the  kitchen  talking  to  my  Mom.  We  would 

listen  sleepily  and  cautiously  from  our  beds. 
"Gail!"  My  mom  yelled.  "Dinner  is  ready,  don't  make  me  have  to  go  out  there 

and  get  you!" 
Oh!  My  refuge,  my  prayers  were  answered!  The  man  was  now  startled  and 
I  was  like  a  bird  let  out  of  a  cage!  I  scurried  past,  no  catching  me  now!  My 
arms  and  legs  had  wings  and  my  feet  fled  quickly,  my  heart  frantic  with 
relief.  Up  the  steps  I  ran,  past  the  door  still  open  by  my  Mom. 
"What  is  wrong  with  you?"  she  asked  surprised,  "You  look  so  pale." 
"Nothing,"  I  uttered,  trying  to  maneuver  away  from  her.  Instinctively 
she  turned  her  gaze  toward  the  path  and  saw  the  shadow  of  the 
sauntering,  figure  stumbling  from  side  to  side  down  the  road. 
"Yes  there  is!"  She  shrieked,  "You  are  going  to  tell  me.  Who  was 

that  man  and  what  did  he  do?" 
"Nothing,"  I  replied,  looking  stone  faced,  weak,  trembling,  and 

not  sure  why  I  was  scared  to  tell.  I  just  wanted  to  hide 
and  never  come  out,  never  face  another  day.  Her  questions 
were  becoming  more  demanding,  and  her  fearful  eyes  were 
inspecting  me  intently.  Suddenly,  the  suppressed  fear  and 
anger  let  loose  out  of  me  like  a  volcano  ready  to  spew 
forth  its  disastrous  cargo.  I  told  it  all. 


n't  eat  my 

■  and  I  noticed  my  Mom  Sat  passively 
at  the  table  with  trie  rest  of  us.  She  was  quiet  and 
absorbed  in  thought.  My  brother  and  my  sisters  sat 
quietly  in  disbelief  and  anticipation. 


What  would  happen  now?"  I 
thought.  I  knew  she  would  tell  Dad.  His 
temper  was  not  one  to  be  reckoned 
with.  I  had  once  seen  him  bust  a  chair 
across  the  back  of  a  man  that  had 
crossed  him.  Most  men  were  afraid 
of  him  and  most  women  smiled  a  lot 
when  he  was  around.  He  had  a  thun- 
dering and  commanding  voice.  When 
he  was  angry,  even  the  animals  would 
instinctively  sense  a  presence  about 
him.  They  would  cower  and  search  for 
a  place  to  hide. 

I  thought,  "Maybe  this  will  be  the  night 
he  won't  come  home;  we  can  forget 
this  and  hope  that  it  never  happens 
again." 

If  seemed  like  an 
eternity  before  I 
could  get  to  sleep. 
I  must  riave  drifted 
into  uncon- 
sciousness at  some 
point,  only  to  be 
bruptly  awakened 
y  furious  sounds 
rom  the  kitchen,  sud 

denly,  my  room  did  not  seem  to 
be  the  safe  haven  anymore;  I  trem- 
bled in  fear 
and  dread. 


"Where  the  hell  were  you?"  I  heard  him 
shout. 

As  usual,  my  Mom's  response  was  quiet 

and  suppressed.  She  would  never  defend 

herself  or  protest  in  the  slightest.  I  knew 

this  would  happen;  it  was  for  her  that  I 

never  wanted  him  to  know.  I  knew  he 

would  blame  her. 

"You  damn  bitch!  You  can't  do  anything 
right!"  he  slurred  loudly.  His  anger  was 
getting  worse.  I  prayed  with  tears  of 
quickening  pain,  "Oh  God  don't  let  him 
hit  her  this  time.  It  wasn't  her  fault." 
"Did   you   say   his   name   was   Jack 
Norris?  Well  if  I  ever  see  him  or  if  he 
ever  walks  on  this  path  again,  he  is  a 
dead  son-of-a-bitch!"  He  shouted. 
I  looked  across  the  bed  at  my  sisters, 
they  were  awake  too,  they  were  trem- 
bling and  I  knew  they  were  praying. 
I  heard  the  telephone  receiver  being 
picked  up  and  the  dial  turning,  turn- 
ing so  hard  and  fast  that  I  thought 
the  phone  would    break  off  the  wall. 
Shortly  the  yelling  continued  into  the 
telephone.    I  looked  at  the  bedside 
clock  with   its   mocking   illuminated 
numbers.  Every  number  seemed  to 
smirk,  menacingly  at  me.  It  was  three 
a.m.  I  knew  the  person  on  the  other 
end  was  startled  and  afraid,  everyone 
was  afraid  of  my  Dad. 
"You  tell  that  mutherfuckin'  brother  of 
yours  he  is  a  dead  bastard  if  he  ever 
walks  on  this  path  again  and  if  he  sees 
me  he  better  hide.  I  am  looking  for 
him  and  won't  stop  until  the  day  I  die. 
Do  you  understand  that?"  He  yelled. 
"He  ain't  nothing  but  a  piece  of  trash, 
and  I'll  be  the  son-of-a-bitch  that  lights 
the  match  to  burn  him!"  The  telephone 
slammed  down  deadly  into  the  holder. 
His  anger  was  somewhat  subdued.  He 
had  released  his  fury  and  this  time  not  on 
my  Mom. 

"Thank  you  God,"  I  whispered. 
From  my  bed,  through  tears,  I  looked 
across  the  room  to  the  wall  where  the 
porch  light  cast  its  faint  glow  on  my  moth- 
er's plaque.  I  read  it  every  night,  only  this 
night  it  was  read  over  and  over  and  over 
again,  "Prayer  Changes  things". 
We  never  saw  Jack  Norris  again. 


stupid 


things 


Oh  this  is  great,  and  perfect 
And  everything  I  want  it 
to  be 

So  easy  that,  I  don't  even 
notice 
The  implications  or 
arguments 

Now  I  start  to  worry  about 
The  things  that  you  say 
Only  when  there's  com- 
pany around 
Maybe  it's  the  same  reason 
I  don't 
Tell  you  certain  things  or 
why     you'd     want     them 


Hey,  it's  lonely  now 
Maybe  things  weren't  really 
that  bad 

Just  not  enough, 
communication,  I  guess 
Don't  you  think,  don't  you 
agree 
It's  not  quite  perfect,  but 
what  is  anyway 

Right,  I  can't  believe, 
I  didn't  know,  really  I  didn't 
know 

Studied  psychology 

To  work  it  out  in  my  head 
Gotta     laugh     at     myself 
The  stupid  things  that  I've 
one 
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write 

write 

WRITE! 
rite  writing.  NEVER  wri  :ten 
NEVER  DONE  writing  -  wr 
Pen  never  stops. 

Keyboard  keeps  blicking 


w 


ite  -  write  on  and  on. 


Write  writing, 
write 


Nothing  written  will  ever  suffice. 

Anne  K.  Jones 


i  dream 

i  dream 

SOmeti;eeScould  forget  to  comb  our  hair 

together 

we  could  dance  to  jazz 
and  old  beatles  albums 
in  the  kitchen 

we  could  hold  each  other 
and  watch  the  clock 
work  like  hell  to  catch  up 

with  our  fast-paced  nothings 

spewing  tick-tocks 
while  dropping  off  the  face 


of 

our 

earth 


robby  sexton 
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